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Part i 
APPARITION 






A yellow fog brooded over the city like a curse. 

It was about six o’clock of a Sunday evening in 
October, 1933. For over an hour Ivor Trent had 
stood by the undrawn curtains in his sitting-room, 
looking down on desolation. No one was visible; 
every sound was muffled. The church bells seemed 
to be summoning the ghosts of a forsaken city to 
worship. 

Some minutes passed, but Ivor Trent remained 
motionless. Anyone entering the room would have 
been startled by this immobility, which was that of 
a waxwork. But moments of deep interior intensity 
have a physical reflection, and such a moment now 
possessed him— elevating him to an eminence from 
which the pattern of his life was clearly discern- 
ible. 

And Ivor Trent saw that he had reached a final 
frontier: that he stood, not on a high-road, but at 
the end of a cul-de-sac. The future would hold only 
repetitions, not unique experiences. He would be- 
come the plagiarist of his own past. 

But his will rebelled against this discovery. His 
plans had been made, and he decided to execute 
them. His friends believed he was leaving England, 
to write another book, and that in all probability 
he would not return to London for a year. Every 
detail had been arranged— he had let the flat for nine 
months; letters were to be forwarded to his bank; 
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the luggage was now piled in the hall. He was leav- 
ing almost immediately. 

The flat was at the top of a comparatively modem 
block near Cork Street, and Trent lived in it only 
when he was not working. He had never written a 
line in it. Each of his books had been created in 
very different surroundings, for, although his friends 
had been told he was leaving England, and although 
they believed he always went abroad to work, it was 
nevertheless a fact that every one of his books had 
been written in a house quite near the flat— a queer, 
dilapidated house, which became more strange each 
time he visited it. It was in Chelsea, and stood at 
the end of a street which ran down to the Embank- 
ment. The river could be seen from the upper 
windows. 

Ten years ago this house had been the home of an 
experiment. A number of writers and artists had 
decided to live a communal life in it. Each had 
taken a room, or a couple of rooms, decorated and 
furnished them, rents being assessed according to 
the size and desirability of the accommodation 
selected. The communal element had been pro- 
vided by the dining-room on the ground floor and 
a library, next to it, to which anyone could go at 
any time in search of companionship. 

This experiment had demanded a capitalist to 
finance it, and eventually someone had discovered 
a Captain Frazer. He was an odd, proud, nervous 
man— then about thirty— who had been badly 
wounded in the war and had recently recovered 
from a serious nervous collapse. He had just 
married a strong, vigorous woman, five years his 
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junior, who had nursed him through his illness. 

For some curious reason the experiment had 
appealed to Captain Frazer, and he invested every 
penny he possessed in it. Possibly he felt he must 
do something in the world, and realised that he was 
incapable of doing much. Perhaps he believed he 
was serving the higher aspirations of humanity. One 
thing is certain, however— the idea of owning an 
ordinary lodging-house would have dismayed him. 
His ideal was to be military and extremely correct. 
But this hive of geniuses was entirely different. It 
flattered him with the promise of a reflected immor- 
tality. 

Of course the experiment failed. In less than a 
year the house was a miniature Bedlam. Quarrels 
and disputes were perpetual. Wives ran away with 
lovers: one husband committed suicide: rents were 
months in arrear. Eventually, the inmates decided 
to sub-let their rooms, selling their furniture to the 
new tenants, with the result that a number of per- 
sons— in no way related to the higher aspirations 
of humanity— began to invade the house. Finally, 
only two of the original pioneers remained: Ivor 
Trent, and a man in a small room on the first floor, 
who believed he was a reincarnation of Nietzsche. 

So Captain Frazer discovered that he was the 
owner of an ordinary lodging-house. One effect of 
this degradation was to make him even more mili- 
tary in his bearing; another was that he disassociated 
himself entirely from the establishment, explaining 
to those who did not know the facts that the venture 
was an eccentric whim of his wife's. The latter, how- 
ever, welcomed the failure of the experiment and 
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directed her great energy and practical ability to the 
task confronting her. The house was their only 
asset— it must be made to yield them a living. She 
transformed the dining-room and the library into 
bed-sitting rooms, letting the former to a com- 
mercial traveller and the latter to the manager of 
a local picture palace. She then revealed to 
Nietzsche her opinion of him, which had been 
maturing for many months. He disappeared a few 
hours later, owing sixteen weeks’ rent. 

Eventually, the only remaining traces of the ex- 
periment were the decorative effects in the various 
rooms, and numerous pieces of furniture which— 
having had a succession of owners— finally became 
Mrs. Frazer’s property. These latter were allocated 
to different apartments, where they stood in gay 
isolation, like ambassadors from a happier world, 
surrounded by drab pieces from a second-hand 
dealer which had been bought to supplement 
them. 

This was the house to which Ivor Trent was going 
on this particular Sunday in October. Ten years 
ago, he had taken two rooms at the top, facing the 
river. He still had them— and every one of his books 
had been written there. 


II 


“The taxi is waiting, sir.” 

Trent had not heard the servant enter the room, 
consequendy the sound of her voice startled him. 
He went into the hall, put on his hat and over- 
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coat, then looked round the flat for the last time. 
Just as he was about to leave, the telephone-bell 
rang. He told the servant to say he was away, then 
followed the luggage out of the flat. When it had 
been loaded on to the taxi, he tipped the porter and 
dismissed him, then gave the driver the Chelsea 
address, asking him to tell Mrs. Frazer that he would 
arrive at about nine o’clock. 

The taxi drove slowly away, leaving Trent on the 
pavement. 

The fog had descended. It drifted through the 
streets, or eddied round the buildings, like fine 
yellow smoke. Blurred patches of light defined the 
immediate obscurity, but the intimate character of 
everything was obliterated. All was shrouded in 
fantastic anonymity. The recognisable had become 
a grotesque counterfeit of the familiar. 

Trent started to walk automatically, careless of 
direction, fascinated by the phantom aspect of the 
streets. Each slowly emerging scene might have been 
the work of an artist who had subdued the actual to 
his own chaotic vision. In Piccadilly, the traffic was 
almost at a standstill: the headlights of buses and 
cars probed the drifting gloom like eyes of invisible 
monsters. Electric signs blazoned their legends from 
the void. Shouts and cries rose intermittently, and 
once— in the near distance— he heard the crash of 
glass. 

He walked to Piccadilly Circus, crossed Leicester 
Square, only to find himself a minute later in a chaos 
of obscurity. For nearly an hour he groped about, 
becoming progressively irritable, till at last he 
emerged in the Strand. 
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A number of questions then besieged his mind 
simultaneously. Why had he not gone to Chelsea 
with the luggage? Why had he decided to dine out? 
And what in the name of God had induced him to 
lose himself in this desert of desolation! He had 
been ill recently, and a return of that illness would 
undermine every plan he had made. It was impera- 
tive to escape from himself; to work month after 
month on his novel; to identify himself so wholly 
with the creations of his imagination that his own 
name would convey less to him than that of one of 
his characters. This, and only this, was deliverance— 
and he was jeopardising it by wandering about fog- 
shrouded streets like a somnambulist! 

He began to walk rapidly towards Fleet Street, 
having remembered a venerable tavern where he 
could dine, and where the risk of encountering any- 
one he knew— on such a night— was negligible. 

The Strand was deserted. Every now and again he 
emerged into an oasis of clarity, but Fleet Street was 
a drifting darkness, and he had great difficulty in 
discovering the narrow alley leading to the tavern. 
At last, however, he detected an ochreous blur 
which proved to be the solitary light over the 
entrance. 

He went into a room, the character and fumiturq 
of which has remained unchanged for centuries. It 
had heavily-timbered grimed windows, a low- 
planked ceiling, a floor covered with sawdust. 
Flames flickered merrily in a projecting fireplace. 
On one side was a long oak table: on the other 
were high stiff-backed partitions, sombre with age- 
resembling old-fashioned pews, with hard cushion- 



APPARITION 


9 

less seats— which boxed off half-a-dozen diners to 
each ancient table. The room was as brown as an 
old meerschaum and rich with the aroma of ages. It 
is said that Charles II ate a chop here with Nell 
Gwynne. 

The place was empty. Trent chose the inmost 
seat of the first partition on the left, the back of 
which was surmounted by a brass rail from which 
hung a short green curtain. Immediately behind 
him was a box, designed for greater privacy, con- 
taining a table for four. 

Whether it was the result of wandering through 
wraith-like streets, or the effect of the time-haunted 
atmosphere of the tavern, or the beginning of ill- 
ness, he was unable to determine, but gradually his 
surroundings seemed remote and he experienced a 
strange mental isolation which alienated him even 
from his memories. He dined, feeling like a man 
who knows he is dreaming, then— just after the 
waiter had brought his black coffee— he heard two 
men enter the box immediately behind him. 

Something unusual in the sound of their move- 
ments arrested his attention, but this was soon ex- 
plained, for he heard one say to the other: 

4 ‘Bit of a tight fit. Can you manage? Give me 
those things. That’s more like it.” 

Evidently his companion had crutches. A moment 
later he sank heavily on to the bench. He ^ad 
chosen the comer seat, consequently only the green 
curtain separated him from Trent. 

“That’s better! Put my crutches in the comer. 
Not surprised the place is empty. It’s a hell of a 
night. We’d better have a drink, Rendell.” 

B 
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The two men continued to talk, but Trent ceased 
to listen. He felt ill and irritable. Then, just after 
the waiter had served them with drinks, he heard 
the crippled man say: 

“Well, when are you going to tell me why you, of 
all people, have suddenly become interested in Ivor 
Trent?” 

The sound of his own name seemed to widen, 
like an expanding circle, till it filled the room. 

“It’s like this, Marsden. As you know, I’m a con- 
sulting mining engineer— I’ve done very well out of 
it in my day. I’ve no need to work, and, anyway, 
there isn’t much doing. So I draw retaining fees 
nowadays while waiting for things to get going 
again. I tell you that to show you that I’ve leisure. 
But the essential fact is this: I lost my wife nearly a 
year ago and ” 

“My dear fellow, I’m ‘dreadfully sorry! I’d no 
idea ” 

“Nearly a year ago,” Rendell repeated. “I had a 
pretty bad time and I’m having a pretty bad one 
still. Well, in June, someone gave me Trent’s last 
novel. I was in Germany. I read a good deal, but I 
don’t read fiction as a rule. Anyway, this book rang 
my bell. I’ve read it three times and I’m interested 
in the man who wrote it. That’s why I sent you a 
line after all these years. I knew you’d know every- 
thing about him.” 

“Don’t you believe it. I know all about his books. 
Oddly enough. I’ve just attempted a critical study of 
him as a novelist, but I don’t know him really well 
as a man.” 

“I thought you’d known him for years?” 
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“So I have, on and off. I suppose, nowadays, we 
meet about once a year. I owe him a lot, but that’s 
another story. Incidentally, I rang him up to-night, 
hoping he’d be able to come along, but he’s away. 
Anyhow, this is what I want to know. Why did 
Trent’s last novel interest you so much?’’ 

After a long pause, Rendell said slowly: 

“I suppose it was this, really. The man who wrote 
that book knows all about loneliness.” 

Marsden laughed. 

“Only as the result of observation.” 

“That may be,” Rendell replied doggedly, “but 
he knows all about it nevertheless. I’ve been down 
the road and I know the scenery.” 

There was a long silence, then they began to dis- 
cuss what they would eat, consulting the waiter at 
some length. 

Trent remained motionless in his comer. Had he 
been well enough, he would have paid the bill and 
gone. It would be simple enough to leave un- 
observed. But he felt dizzy and knew, from recent 
experience, that the slightest additional exertion 
might have unpleasant results. To stay, and to 
overhear, were therefore inevitable. Marsden was, 
literally, only a few inches from him. So Trent 
remained, huddled in his comer. 

A few minutes later, Rendell asked: 

“What sort of age is Trent?” 

“About forty.” 

“What’s he look like?” 

“You’d notice him anywhere. He’s tall, dark, 
powerful— broad forehead, and odd penetrating eyes. 
But a physical inventory only describes him, it 
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doesn’t convey him. Directly you see him, you feel 
he’s exceptional.” 

“Does he know a lot of people?” 

“Oh yes, no end.” Then, after a pause, Marsden 
added: “Did you say you’d read only one book of 
his?” 

“Yes, the last one.” 

“Well, as you’re interested in him, you’d better 
get his first novel. That tells you all about him till 
he was twenty-one. It’s called Two Lives and a 
Destiny.” 

“That’s an odd title.” 

“It’s an odd book. Roughly, this is the story. Ivor 
was an only child. When he was seven he was told 
that his mother had died. She was very lovely and 
he had worshipped her. The description of their 
last meeting is one of the best things in the book. 
But that’s by the way. The legend of his mother’s 
death held good till he was twenty-one.” 

“The legend!” Rendell exclaimed. 

“Well, these were the facts. She had gone to Italy 
with her lover. It ended disastrously, for, three years 
later, she died in poverty. She wrote to her husband 
on her deathbed, begging him to come and to bring 
Ivor. He did not answer the letter. She died— and 
a year or two later her lover committed suicide.” 

“Good God! And what sort of man was the 
husband?” 

“You’ll find a first-rate portrait of him in Two 
Lives and a Destiny. He was fifteen years older than 
she was. He must have been about forty when she 
left him. He was a distinguished-looking man, rich, 
-independent, and proud as the devil.” 
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“Did you know him, Marsden, or are you quoting 
the novel?” 

“I knew him, but my knowledge of him comes 
from the novel. Ivor and I were at school together 
and I often spent part of the holidays with the 
Trents, as my people were in India. Old Trent 
was devilish impressive: cultured, aristocratic, self- 
sufficient. Seemed to look down on life, if you know 
what I mean. No use for emotional people. But I’ll 
say this for him: he had great physical courage. 
There’s a description in the novel of how he stopped 
a bolting horse in the Row when Ivor was ten. We 
thought he was God Almighty when we were kids.” 

“But do you mean that he never referred to Ivor’s 
mother for fourteen years?” 

“Never! There wasn’t a photograph of her in the 
house. He cut himself off from everyone who had 
known her. He moved to London after she left him. 
Before then, they had lived in Suffolk. He took the 
most elaborate precautions to ensure that Ivor 
should not learn the truth. And he did everything 
to widen and deepen his influence over him. Above 
all, he instilled his own contempt for women into 
him. And he did it with great subtlety.” 

“To prejudice Ivor’s reaction to the facts when 
the inevitable disclosure came?” 

“Yes. Ivor learned the facts when he was twenty- 
one. That was in 1914. They had spent the last 
two years abroad. You read the description of the 
scene between the father and the son in Two Lives 
and a Destiny. It’s amazing. As Trent told Ivor the 
history of his marriage, he became a stranger— a 
spiteful, writhing, humiliated being. Fear, hatred. 
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tortured pride, and above all sexual jealousy, were 
the realities behind Trent’s facade. The fact that 
it was fourteen years ago; that she was dead; that 
he was talking to her son— counted for nothing. He 
flung insult after insult at her, used the foulest 
language, stamped and gesticulated like a madman. 
And behind this frenzied figure Ivor saw— in a kind 
of vision— the woman whose loveliness had haunted 
his childhood.” 

“How did it end?” 

“There was a terrible quarrel between them. Ivor 
cleared out. A few months later the war came. His 
father refused to see him when he left for the front. 
And before Ivor had been in France a month, Trent 
fell dead in the street.” 

“And that’s the story of Two Lives and a 

Destiny?” 

“That’s the story, Rendell. The book ends with 
an analysis of Ivor’s sensations on going into action 
for the first time. But the significant fact is this. 
"When he was twenty-one, he was confronted by two 
crises in swift succession: he discovered that the man 
he believed his father to be was a fake; and a few 
months later he found himself in the inferno of the 
war.” 

“But you said just now ” 

“Here’s the food,” Marsden interrupted. “Let’s 
eat. I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.” 

They spoke only in isolated sentences during the 
next twenty minutes. Trent remained in his corner, 
a crowd of memories stampeding through his mind. 
Gradually, however, an unreasoning hatred of Mars- 
den possessed him although, simultaneously, he 
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was amused by the discovery that Marsden was one 
man with his own friends and another with him. 
There was an independence, a hint of patronage, 
in his attitude to Rendell which were unknown in 
their relations. But what chiefly disturbed Trent 
was the knowledge that he was still unable to leave 
the tavern. Any attempt to rise instantly provoked 
a sensation of dizziness. But one thing was definite— 
he had no curiosity. He knew the limits of Peter 
Marsden’s knowledge. 

“Well, what do you think? Just coffee?” 

“That’s all I want,” Rendell replied. “And now 
I’m going to revert to Ivor Trent.” 

Marsden laughed. 

“You’re very interested in him.” 

“So are you,” Rendell retorted bluntly. 

“I’m very full of him at the minute, I admit. But 
then I’ve been doing nothing but read and re-read 
his books for the last few weeks.” 

“Yes, but apart from that,” Rendell insisted. 

“He’s an interesting person, of course,” Marsden 
replied irritably, after a just perceptible pause. 

“You said, earlier on, that you owed him a lot. 
Any objection to telling me in what way?” 

“No, I’ve no objection, but I’d rather you kept 
it to yourself. It began like this. I’ve told you that 
Ivor and I were at school together. Well, he de- 
livered me from a bully. I don’t know if you’ve any 
idea of the fanatical devotion that inspires in a 
schoolboy?” 

“1 can imagine it.” 

“No, you can’t. It’s one of those things you have 
to experience. Ivor became my hero. I thought God 
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must be exactly like him. But it was not only that 
he delivered me— it was the way he did it.” 

“Don’t understand,” Rendell said abruptly. 

“It was like this. The bully was twice Ivor’s size, 
but the latter simply obliterated him by the might 
of his spirit. He gave him a look, told him to clear 
off— and he cleared ofE. It was astonishing. I became 
a fervent believer in miracles.” 

“And that was the start of your friendship?” 

“Yes. A year or two after the bullying incident we 
drifted apart. I suddenly became pretty burly and 
mad-keen on games. Eventually I went up to Cam- 
bridge while Ivor was travelling all over the place 
with his father. I didn’t see him for a hell of a time. 
In fact, not till 1923— just after Two Lives and a 
Destiny had been published.” 

“What happened to Trent in the war?” 

“He was decorated for bravery and was slightly 
wounded in 1917. Our next meeting was rather 
dramatic. I’d been badly smashed up just before 
the Armistice. Since then I’d had treatment of all 
kinds, operations, and God knows what. Finally, 
I was told that I’d go on crutches for the rest of my 
life. It’s probable that I should have done myself 
in if I hadn’t run into Ivor again.” 

“You’d not seen him for years?” 

“Not since we left school. I ran into him one 
night in Regent Street, quite by chance. I was just 
getting out of a taxi with great difficulty as Ivor 
emerged from a restaurant with a woman— an im- 
perious lady with a disdainful stare and a magnifi- 
cent figure. He put her in the taxi I had just left 
and let her wait while he talked to me. She was very 
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impatient and clearly resented the delay. I believe 
it amused him to keep her waiting. Anyway, he soon 
discovered that I was at the end of things. I told him 
I was living in a cottage in Surrey. A few days later 
he came down and stayed with me.” 

Marsden broke off and remained silent for some 
moments, then added: 

“I admit I was flattered by his visit, Rendell. Ivor 
wats foftn thirty, very handsome, very much in 
demand' 'T'wV- l ives and a Destiny had just been 
published ana' had had an instantaneous success. 
But the real point is this: he brought me back to 
life!” 

"Brought you back to life!” 

“Yes. He stayed some weeks. He talked a lot 
about literature and read a number of books to me. 
He’s a first-rate critic. I’d always read a fair amount 
but he opened another world. He revealed the 
spiritual structure of the books we read. Well— to 
cut the story short— he eventually got me a job as a 
publisher’s reader. Later, I became a reviewer. And 
now I do a good deal of free-lance journalism.” 

“You certainly owe him a lot, Marsden. Every- 
thing— it seems to me. I suppose you see him pretty 
frequently nowadays.” 

“No, I don’t. I told you, about once a year. For 
one thing, he frequently goes abroad for long 
periods to work. He writes a book every two or 
three years, and, when he’s working, no one hears a 
word from him.” 

“I take it his work means everything to him?” 

There was a long silence, then Marsden said 
slowly: 
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“I’m damned if I know.” 

“Why? What do you mean?” 

“I sometimes think, Rendell, that his books are 
only a by-product of an intense interior activity. He 
never discusses them and he does not mix with 
literary people. You hear queer odds and ends about 
him occasionally.” 

“What sort of things?” 

“Oh I don’t knowl They are probably iil’ iwwn- 
sense. I doubt if anyone • knows ,i?jre ahJ oftlt him 
than I do— and I don’t know *nuch.” 

“Do you know many of hi& friends?” 

“Scarcely any. I met a woman, quite by chance, 
a year or two ago in Paris, who knew him. I told 
her very much what I’ve just told you. Her only 
comment was that I had a greater gift for fiction than 
Ivor Trent.” 

Marsden laughed, then added: 

“And now you tell me that Ivor’s an expert in 
loneliness. That’s quite a new angle on him. I can 
only repeat that he knows lots of people in all sorts 
of worlds. Also, he’s rich and famous.” 

There was a long silence, then Rendell said 
deliberately: 

“I’ve a question to ask, but I doubt if you’d like 
it.” 

"I’ll risk it.” 

“Are you jealous of Trent?” 

"Not in the least.” 

“You’re certain?” 

“Certainl” 

“You’re resentful then.” 

Marsden’s attempt at a laugh was a failure. 
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Evidently he recognised it, for there was no bravado 
in his tone when he asked: 

“How did you guess?” 

“So it’s true?” 

“Of course it’s true! I told you just now about 
that bullying incident, but I only revealed what it 
meant to me at the time. I’ve regarded it from a less 
romantic level for a number of years.” 

“I don’t know what you’re driving at, Marsden.” 

“I believe Ivor was concerned wholly with him- 
self— not with me.” 

“I still don’t follow you.” 

“I didn’t think you would. Well, let’s put it this 
way. To Ivor, that bully was an opportunity to test 
himself. He wanted to prove the power of his own 
will. The fact that I was being knocked about was 
entirely secondary.” 

“How the hell can you know that?” 

“I don’t know it,” Marsden replied with intense 
irritability. “I’m telling you what I feel. And I feel 
it, too, about that visit of his to my cottage. It was 
another opportunity to demonstrate his power. 
Here was a man at the end of things. It interested 
Ivor to identify himself with my state— and then 
deliver me from it. I believe he regards me in 
exactly the same way as he regards a character he’s 
created in one of his books.” 

Rendell gave a short laugh. 

“Well, you’ve certainly made me want to meet 
him. The trouble is, I should probably bore him to 
death.” 

“I doubt it,” Marsden replied slowly. “He’s been 
faithless to many of his ideas, but he’s always stuck 
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to one of them. And it makes him interested in 
everyone to some extent.” 

“And what’s that?” 

“It’s rather uncanny. He’s convinced that man 
contains the potentiality of a new being. I’ll repeat 
that in order to emphasise it. He’s convinced that 
man contains the potentiality of a new being.” 

Rendell made some reply— but Trent did not hear 
it. To remain an instant longer suddenly became 
impossible. 

He rose unsteadily, hesitated for a moment, then 
left the tavern unobserved by Marsden and Rendell. 


Ill 

The character of the fog had altered. It no 
longer drifted through the streets like pestilence 
made visible, but infested certain areas with a - 
static and pall-like gloom. Everywhere was drip- 
ping desolation. The City had become its own 
caricature. 

Trent stood irresolute for some moments, sur- 
prised to discover that all trace of physical weakness 
had vanished. He began to walk rapidly, uncon- 
scious of direction, aware only of a necessity for 
movement. Ten minutes later he found himself on 
the Embankment. 

Again he hesitated. Sentences from the conversa- 
tion he had just overheard drifted through his mind, 
but they seemed to relate to a stranger. He felt that 
a new consciousness possessed him— a luminous 
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awareness hitherto unknown. Thought, emotion, 
and will had attained a flame-like unity which 
illuminated new and mysterious horizons. The 
landscape of his old life was vanishing. 

Almost immediately, however, fear captured him. 
He rebelled against the dominion of this conscious- 
ness which reduced all experience to a dream. It 
must be the herald of illness, and he would combat 
it by clinging to the concrete and the known. 

He walked on quickly. 

In order to re-establish the normal, he began to 
recapitulate his plans. He was on his way to the 
Frazers. For many months he would live in his 
rooms, converting night into day, while he wrote the 
novel which had challenged his imagination for 
nearly a year. He would cease to be Ivor Trent. He 
would become the instrument of that mysterious 
power which could create a world more real than 
that of actuality. This was his programme. And 
yet, the more he analysed it, the less substantial it 
became. It was what he had planned, but it was not 
what was destined to be. He had reached a final 
frontier. Either he would never write again— or he 
would write a book different in kind from any he 
had written. 

He made an angry gesture. Why did every 
thought turn traitor to his plans? What was hap- 
pening to him? It was perilous to surrender to 
weakness. If illness menaced him, he must confront 
it with tiie whole might of his will. But, now, he 
must be patient. The first essential was to escape 
from these spectral streets into the seclusion of his 
rooms. 
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He looked, round in search of a taxi, but the 
Embankment was deserted, and after a few moments’ 
hesitation he hurried on in the direction of Chelsea. 
More than once he entered a region of deeper dark- 
ness, emerging later into relative clarity, but— as he 
approached his destination— the fog’s dominion be- 
came more generally established, and it was only 
intimate knowledge of this part of the Embankment 
which enabled him to identify it. Finally, he 
stopped opposite the street leading to the Frazer’s 
house. 

He leaned over the low Embankment wall and 
gazed into the vapoury void below. Several minutes 
passed, but he remained motionless, listening to the 
life of the swiftly-flowing invisible river. In the near 
distance, the blast of a siren suddenly gave desola- 
tion a voice. A moment later, a ruby-coloured light 
slowly emerged, glowed for a second, and vanished. 
Then all was still and dark again. 

Gradually, a deep hypnotic stupor possessed him, 
depriving him of all sense of personality. An in- 
terior indolence lulled him to yield to this trance- 
like state in which only dreams had substance. But 
the remnant of his will rebelled, and he sought to 
regain contact with actuality by recalling the con- 
versation he had overheard in the tavern. To his 
dismay, however, he discovered that he could only 
remember Marsden’s final sentence: 

“He’s convinced that man contains the potenti- 
ality of a new being.” 

The words circled in his brain till repetition 
robbed them of the last vestige of meaning. Then, 
with a final effort to attain normality, he turned 
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abruptly, determined to seek sanctuary in the 
Frazers’ house. 

Instantly he gave a cry. 

He saw a shrouded figure confronting him. The 
face was fully revealed and Trent knew— with a cer- 
tainty deeper than knowledge— that this was the 
countenance of a new order of being. It reflected 
thoughts and emotions unknown to present-day 
humanity. The glance of the eyes transmitted a 
secret wisdom. The forehead was crested with 
serenity. 

Trent knew that a man from the Future con- 
fronted him. 

It seemed to him that they stood facing each other 
in the timeless realm of destiny. 

Then terror overwhelmed him like an avalanche, 
till he was conscious only of the necessity for flight. 
He started to run towards the Frazers’ house, and 
continued to run until he reached the top of the 
steps. Then he glanced fearfully over his shoulder. 
Nothing was to be seen but the drifting chaos of 
the fog. 

Nevertheless, terror swept him again and he began 
to beat with clenched fists on the door. 

It was opened almost immediately by Mrs. Frazer. 

‘ “Mr. Trent! You are ill!” 

He just heard the words, saw the white blur of a 
face, then fell senseless at her feet. 




Part II 
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“Hullo, Rendell, you here! Damn it, you don’t 
mean to say you’re still in the Club?” 

“Obviously. You’d better have a drink, Jordan. 
What’s it to be?” 

“Pink gin. But, look here, you told me ” 

“Wait till we get the drinks. What’s happened to 
everybody? This bar’s usually crammed at six 
o’clock.” 

“Just a fluke. Damn it, I can do with a drink. 
Ah, here we are! But I say—seriously— you’re not 
going to stay here much longer, are you?” 

“I can’t. I’ve got to go to-night. You know the 
rule here? I’ve had my room for the maximum 
period. My suitcases are with the hall-porter and 
he’s waiting for me to tell him to get me a taxi.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“I haven’t the slightest idea.” 

“You’re not serious?” 

“Perfectly.” 

Jordan gave a boisterous laugh. It was well known 
in the club and it rasped the nerves of the more 
sensitive members. He was an overblown florid 
man, who assumed that he was immensely popular 
and invariably acted on the assumption. Owing to 
his initiative, certain rather suggestive paintings 
hung on the walls of the bar. He now surveyed 
these with heavy satisfaction for some moments, then 
said jocularly; 
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“Well, you’re a damn fine feller, Rendelll Been 
a member here for years, never put a foot inside it, 
and yet for the last few months you’ve haunted the 
damn place. And now you’ve got to leave— and you 
can’t think of anywhere to go.” 

Jordan paused, then added, indicating Rendell’s 
glass: 

“Better have the other half of that.” 

“Right, but it’s my last.” 

Jordan gave an order, then turned to Rendell. 

“What the hell did you do yesterday? Sundays in 
London are the devil if you’re on your own.” 

“I dined with a man I hadn’t seen for years— a 
man I don’t like.” 

Again Jordan’s laugh jarred the room. As he 
spent the whole of his leisure with his mistress, the 
devices of others to cheat loneliness always amused 
him. 

“Dined with a man you don’t like!” he echoed. 
“Who the hell was that?” 

“A fellow called Marsden.” 

"Never heard of him. What did you dine with 
him for if you don’t like him?” 

“You often talk to a man you don’t like if you’re 
lonely, Jordan.” 

After a perceptible pause, Rendell went on: 

“Also, I wanted to discuss a man he knows— who 
happens to interest me.” 

“Who’s that?” 

“Ivor Trent.” 

“Never heard of him either. Well, damn it, I’ll 
have to go. Dining at home to-night— worse luck! 
Still, I’ve cut it down to twice a week. You know 



AT 77 POTIPHAR STREET 29 

the old saying about wives: get ’em young, tell ’em 
nothing, and treat ’em rough. Don’t like leaving 
you on your own, though. Here! I’ll tell you what! 
I’ll give you my paper. Save you sending for one 
Here you are! Two more winners for Gordon 
Richards. Well, so long.” 

Rendell took the paper mechanically, then 
watched Jordan’s exit, noting his attempt to hide 
unsteadiness under a swaggering gait. 

When he had disappeared, Rendell muttered to 
himself: 

“Jordan! God! Am I down to that?” 

He turned over the paper, scarcely glancing at it. 
Suddenly a name at the top of a short paragraph 
made him start. He flattened the paper on the bar 
and read: 


“MR. IVOR TRENT’’ 

“Last night , Mr. Ivor T rent, the eminent novelist, 
was taken ill suddenly. He is now at 77, Potiphar 
Street, Chelsea, in a delirious condition.” 

Rendell read the paragraph again. 

Last night! . . . taken ill suddenly! ... So, while 

he was talking to Marsden about Trent Where 

did it say he was? 

He glanced again at the paper. 

77, Potiphar Street, Chelsea— in a delirious condi- 
tion. 

It was the oddest coincidence, why — 

Suddenly an idea came to him. 

He hesitated. Doubts, objections, advantages 
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surged like an unruly crowd across his mind. A bit 
absurd, perhaps. And yet, why not? He’d got to do 
something. It might be interesting. Anyhow it 
would be a minor adventure. Yes, why not? 

He strode out of the bar, ran down the stairs, got 
his overcoat, then said to the hall-porter: 

“Get my things, Johnson, will you? And I want 
a taxi.” 

“Yes, Mr. Rendell.” He struck a bell. . . . “Page! 
Get Mr. Rendell’s things— and look sharp about it. 
Then get a taxi.” 

Two minutes later the boy returned. 

“Taxi’s waiting, sir.” 

“Right! Thanks. I’ll have to change a cheque. 
Tell the driver to go first to 77, Potiphar Street, 
Chelsea. Then I’ll want him to take me on some- 
where afterwards. I’ll let him know where later.” 


II 

It was a blustering night. Winter raged on the heels 
of autumn. News-posters fluttered; shop signs swung 
violently to and fro; pavements were thronged with 
people hurrying to escape from a wind bristling 
with the menace of icy rain. The lights of Piccadilly 
shone hard and clear with a steely fixity. 

Rendell put his feet up on the little seat opposite, 
then lit a cigarette. He was acting instinctively, and 
surrendered himself to the luxury of this knowledge. 
In all the major crises of his life— and he had 
encountered several— instinct, not reason, had 
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prompted his actions. Then, as now, he had had no 
programme. An inner impulse was in command and 
he obeyed its orders. 

Regarded rationally, his decision to go to 77, 
Potiphar Street was ridiculous. It would lead no- 
where— and would solve nothing. He would ask 
some servant how Trent was, and then he would 
have to decide where to go and what to do. It was 
a trick to evade a problem which had long baffled 
him. To inquire about a man he did not know and 
had never seen! Nothing could emerge from such 
a futile expedition. 

But although Rendell allowed these strictures to 
drift through his mind, he did not react to them. 
Three facts of deeper significance were operative in 
him. A book of Trent’s had impressed him more 
than any he had read for years. Last night he had 
dined with Marsden only to leam something about 
its author. And, now, he had discovered that, while 
they had been discussing him, Trent had been taken 
seriously ill. And he— Rendell— had happened to see 
a paragraph in the paper which gave not only the 
fact of Trent’s illness, but also his address. 

Somehow, though illogically enough, this 
sequence seemed an indication to Rendell that 
Trent was destined to enter his life. 

As the taxi spun along Sloane Street, Rendell re- 
membered that he had been to Chelsea only twice 
previously— and that ten years separated him from 
his last visit. He had no memories of the place, con- 
sequently, when the taxi turned into the King’s 
Road, he looked out of the window with some 
curiosity. 
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Before they had proceeded many yards, however, 
the driver slowed up, pushed back the glass trap, and 
inquired: 

“You said Potiphar Street, didn’t you?” 

“Yes— 77.” 

“Don’t happen to know which side it is, I sup 
pose?” 

“Haven’t an earthly.” 

“Ah well, never mind, we’ll find it,” the man re- 
plied, with that large tolerance concerning time and 
space which characterises taxi-drivers, but which is 
seldom possessed by their fares. 

At the Town Hall the taxi stopped and the driver 
indulged in a series of speculations and questions 
with a youth whose face resembled a map of vacancy. 
After which, he cross-examined a street vendor, who 
gave a lengthy list of the streets with which he was 
familiar, ending with the announcement that, if 
there were a Potiphar Street in Chelsea, he would 
very much like to know where it was. Finally, at 
Rendell’s command, the driver— most reluctantly- 
asked a policeman, who supplied the information 
instantly. 

“I knew it was somewhere down there,” he said 
contemptuously to Rendell, with an attempt to re- 
cover professional prestige. A minute or two later 
they turned down a street, along which trams were 
crashing, then to the left down the Embankment. 
Rendell caught a glimpse of an old church, but 
almost immediately another turn to the left brought 
them into Potiphar Street. 

It was a narrow street and his glimpse of the 
houses was not invigorating. They belonged to the 
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later Victorian age, and seemed mutely to protest 
against their survival. At the end of the street, and 
facing it, stood a tall house with a flight of steep 
steps leading to the front door. 

The taxi drew up with a jerk of finality. 

“Here you are!” the driver exclaimed, as if he 
had materialised the house to gratify an eccentric 
whim of Rendell’s. “Here you are. Number 77.” 

“Good!” 

Rendell got out, then said: 

“Wait, will you? I don’t suppose I’ll be long.” 

The driver fumbled for his pipe. 

“Right you are, sir.” 

Rendell ran up the steps, then gave three resonant 
blows with the knocker. 


Ill 

A minute passed, during which he regretted having 
knocked so vigorously. He had forgotten that the 
house held a man who was seriously ill. But when 
another minute had passed, the necessity for knock- 
ing again presented itself. Rendell raised the 
knocker and gave three timorous taps which evoked 
no response. After a suitable interval, he knocked 
again, then— later— again. Nothing! Finally he be- 
came exasperated. “After all, I might be the doctor 
for all they know,” he muttered to himself, then 
seizing the knocker he gave a series of resounding 
blows. 

A minute later the door was opened by a man, 
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but as the hall was dimly lit, Rendell could not see 
him distinctly. He was about to inquire concerning 
Trent, when the man said irritably: 

“My wife’s out. I know nothing about the rooms. 
That’s her business, not mine— thank God! Now 
you’ve arrived with your luggage, and she’s not here. 
Well, I can’t help it. It’s nothing to do with me” 

“When will your wife return?” 

“Oh, don’t ask me! Always dragging me into her 
wretched affairs! This letting rooms is a ridiculous 
hobby of hers. I’m far too busy with important 
affairs to give it a thought. Far too busy, I assure 
you. And she won’t be letting rooms much longer. 
Fine activity for Captain Frazer’s wifel” 

He became very erect as he uttered the last 
sentence in a tone of hysterical intensity. 

Rendell said nothing. Curiosity and astonish- 
ment contended within him for supremacy. But 
Captain Frazer went on almost immediately: 

“Well, you’d better come in, I take it!” he ex- 
claimed with remarkable irritation. “I suppose you 
know which your room is, don’t you? It can only be 
this one here. All the others are let, she tells me. 
Not that I want to know.” 

“Very well. I’ll come in.” 

“You’ll want your luggage, I take it?” 

Frazer s tone would have been insolent if a quaver 
of weakness had not deprived it of every positive 
quality. 

“I’ll tell the driver to bring it in.” 

Rendell turned and walked to the taxi. He was 
about to enter the house under false pretences — and 
was duly elated by that knowledge. The possibility 
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of adventure stirred him. He’d take a room in the 
house in which Ivor Trent was ill— and see what hap- 
pened. 

Two minutes later his luggage had been deposited 
in the first room on the right. Rendell paid the 
driver, and then found himself alone with Captain^ 
Frazer. 

The latter’s appearance interested him. He was 
tall, thin almost to emaciation, with a narrow worn- 
out face and scanty mouse-coloured hair. Dark eyes 
looked spitefully at the world from the cavernous 
depths in which they were buried. His suit was 
old and shiny, but evidently it was tended with 
sedulous care. Prominent creases of Euclidean 
exactitude triumphed down the trousers. His bear- 
ing was immensely military in moments of dignity, 
but during relapses he made a number of staccato 
gestures which served to emphasise his irritability. 

Also, Rendell soon discovered that on occasions 
Frazer developed a nervous facial contraction. When 
especially agitated, his right eye produced a series 
of very rapid and highly disconcerting winks. 

“Well, I can discuss arrangements with your wife 
later,” Rendell said at last. “In the meantime, I 
want to know how Mr. Trent is.” 

“How did you know he was here?” 

Frazer shot the question at him. 

“It’s in the paper.” 

“Have you got one? Where? Let’s have a look.” 

He seized the paper and scanned the brief para- 
graph eagerly. 

“Ah, that’s all right,” he muttered to himself. 
“That’s all right. Trent!” he exclaimed, drawing 
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himself to his full height and regarding Rendell 
with motionless dignity. “He’s just the same.” 

“You mean, he is still delirious?” 

“Raving. He’s worse to-night.” 

Rendell was about to ask another question, when 
a gramophone of peculiar virulence was put on in 
a room above. Simultaneously someone in the upper 
regions began shouting instructions to a man who 
was noisily descending the stairs. 

“Swine!” exclaimed Frazer, banging the door 
violendy. “I tell you it’s impossible for me to go on 
living in this house— impossible!” 

“Are these noises normal then?” Rendell in- 
quired, feeling that he might as well know. 

“Oh, there’s always a hell of a row. Damn the 
place! Damn it!” 

“But don’t these people know that Trent’s ill?” 

“Trent? Oh, he’s at the top of the house. He’s 
all right. He’s got his own rooms up there— had ’em 
for years.” 

“For years!” Rendell echoed. 

“Yes, why not?” 

“There’s no reason, of course.” 

Silence ensued. Rendell said nothing, as he was 
thinking intently. He wanted to learn all that 
Frazer knew about Trent and was considering the 
most efficient technique for eliciting it. Frazer re- 
mained silent, as he was scrutinising Rendell with 
great curiosity. 

Now, in appearance, Rendell was everything that 
Frazer would like to have been. He was tall, power- 
ful, with bronzed features and fearless eyes. His 
clothes were of excellent quality. Independence and 
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a general atmosphere of purpose and assurance in- 
vested him. 

The form that Frazer’s admiration assumed was a 
desire to impress Rendell with his own importance. 
He decided that to reveal his knowledge of a dis- 
tinguished man like Trent was the quickest short- 
cut to this end. 

“Trent’s had rooms here for years. In fact, he’s 
written all his books in them.” 

“Are you certain of that?” 

“Certain? Of course I’m certain! You don’t 
doubt my word, I take it.” 

“I asked the question,” Rendell said slowly, “be- 
cause I dined with a man last night who has known 
Trent for a very long time, and he told me that 
Trent had written every one of his books abroad.” 

“It’s a lie! Absolute lie! I tell you that on the 
honour of an officer.” An impressive pause. “Trent’s 
had those rooms at the top of the house for ten years 
at least. He comes here to write. He lives alone up 
there for a year or more, turns night into day, writes 
his book— and clears off. Then, about two years 
later, he comes back to write another.” 

“That’s extremely interesting. You see — ” 

“Oh I know a lot of interesting people— a lot, I 
can assure you! Don’t bring ’em here though. Not 
to this hole. I used to mix with writers and artists— 
till my wife suddenly took it into her head to turn 
the place into a common lodging-house. Yes! A 
common lodging-house!” He shouted the words. 
“That’s what she’s brought me to. Till then, I 
mixed only with distinguished people. This house 
was full of them.” 



g8 THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 

Then, after a very brief pause, he added in a con- 
fidential whisper: 

“Excuse me. I must go and telephone a man. It’s 
most important. I— I shan’t be very long. You don’t 
mind, I take it.” 

“No, that’s all right. See you later, perhaps.” 

“Certainly— certainly. Matter of only a few 
minutes, you understand. But important— im- 
portant!” 

He disappeared with remarkable celerity. 

Rendell welcomed privacy. The events of the 
last five minutes had been so unexpected, so in- 
triguing, that he felt he was in some strange region 
where the improbable was the usual. But, discover- 
ing that so many mysteries clamoured for attention 
simultaneously, he decided to dismiss all of them in 
the hope that, eventually, they would range them- 
selves in order of significance. 

He took off his overcoat, then looked round the 
room. 

It was large, high-pitched, and had a bay window. 
Most of the furniture was ancient, battered, but 
solid. It had evidently encountered a number of 
second-hand dealers, and seemed depressed by the 
premonition that— at the next visit— its value would 
be assessed, not as furniture, but as wood. 

There were exceptions, however. The carpet, 
though faded, had clearly been bought by someone 
who demanded a correspondence between their 
aspirations and their surroundings. The same 
quality distinguished a little red chair whose jaunti- 
ness time had failed wholly to obliterate. Also, by 
the wall farthest from the window stood a divan. 
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The majority of the furniture seemed to demand a 
brass bedstead, in order to rivet the apartment to 
the category of a bed-sitting-room in a lodging-house, 
but the presence of the divan triumphantly asserted 
individuality. Altogether, the room represented a 
compromise between dead orthodoxy and the spirit 
of revolt. 

Rend ell assessed it pretty accurately. He had lived 
in all sorts of surroundings in all parts of the world 
and so was an expert in his degree. 

“Not too bad— for a week or so,” he said to him- 
self. “Draughts— certain. Mice— probable. Anyway, 
it will do. That is, if it’s vacant. Have to see what 
Mrs. Frazer says.” 

He struck a match and turned on the gas fire. No 
hiss of escaping gas greeted his listening ear. He 
blew out the match, then sought— and found— a 
meter. He produced a shilling and inserted it. 

“The last tenant was clearly no altruist,” he 
muttered, then sat in an arm-chair and reviewed his 
situation. His summary dealt only with facts. 

Here he was in a room on the ground floor of 77, 
Potiphar Street, Chelsea. Ivor Trent was seriously 
ill in a room at the top of the house. He, Rendell, 
had impulsively decided to take the room he was in 
—if it were free. Also, and above all, he had learned 
certain facts from Captain Frazer relating to Trent 
which were in direct opposition to those given him 
last night by Marsden. And Frazer, like Marsden, 
had known Trent for years! 

Here was mystery— definite mystery— but he had 
no time to explore it now. For the moment, he 
accepted Marsden’s account as the true one. Frazer 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


40, 

was clearly eccentric. Possibly Mrs. Frazer’s arrival 
would provide additional data. In the meantime 

But at this point Captain Frazer returned. 

“I talked to my man. Satisfactory, quite satisfac- 
tory! I have a business deal with him— just a little 
idea of mine, but it came off, it came off. I’d have 
been back before, but I ran into the doctor — 

“Trent’s doctor?” Rendell interrupted. 

“Yes, yes. He’s just gone. Trent’s still delirious, 
but has lucid moments. That was the doctor’s phrase 
—lucid moments. Trent refuses to be moved from 
here. That’s very good— excellent in fact. They 
wanted to take him to a nursing home. Damned 
nonsense!” 

“Does the doctor think he’s dangerously ill?” 

“Didn’t say— doesn’t know. Says Trent keeps 
raving about some man he’s seen. Nerves, that’s all, 
just nerves.” 

Frazer paused, then added explosively: 

“Why, I myself— do you know— sometimes suffer 
from nerves. Not often, but sometimes.” 

He looked down at Rendell, his features tense and 
his right eye winking with remarkable rapidity. 

“Well, I suppose we all do at times,” Rendell said 
calmly, imagining he would pacify him. 

“No— we— do— not.'” Frazer exclaimed. “But, if 
one is humiliated, day in, day out, then one does 
suffer from nerves. You understand, I take it. Why, 
I ” 

He broke off, made a movement enjoining silence, 
then went swiftly to the door, opened it a few inches, 
and listened. 

“Ah, here she is! Always punctual! Always to 
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the minute! She isn't a woman— she's an alarm clock. 
I'll clear out. Say you don’t know where I am." 

He slipped out o£ the room and almost immedi- 
ately the front door banged. 

Two minutes later Mrs. Frazer came into the 
room. 


IV 

Rendell rose and they surveyed one another for 
some moments in silence. 

Mrs. Frazer was a total contrast to her husband. 
She was sturdily built, still handsome— although her 
features were coarsened by overwork and worry— but 
resolution and capability surrounded her like an 
aura. 

Her scrutiny of Rendell evidently culminated in a 
favourable impression, for her first remark did not 
relate to his presence. 

“Was that my husband went out just now?" 

“Yes. You must wonder who I am and what I'm 
doing here. It's like this. I came to inquire about 
Mr. Trent and " 

“How did you know he was here?" she inter- 
rupted. 

“It's in to-night's paper." 

He picked it up and showed her the paragraph. 

“I see," she said at last. “That's my husband's 
doing." 

“I'm afraid I don’t understand," Rendell replied, 
greatly mystified. 

“He's friendly with an out-of-work journalist. He 
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must have told him about Mr. Trent. And now he’ll 
share with him whatever the paper paid for the para- 
graph. Did you tell him it was in to-night’s paper?” 

“Yes, I told him.” 

“I see.” There was immense resignation in her 
tone. After a pause, she added: “And did he go and 
ring someone up soon after you had told him?” 

“He did,” Rendell replied. 

“That was the journalist. And now he’s gone to 
meet him— to drink the money. Well, if there’s 
trouble, it’s not my doing.” 

“I’ll be frank with you, Mrs. Frazer. My name is 
Rendell. I’m a mining engineer and am at a loose 
end at the moment. I came here to-night to inquire 
about Mr., Trent. Your husband imagined I had 
booked a room and had come to claim it. I had done 
nothing of the kind, of course. But, finding this 
room vacant, it would— as it happens— suit my plans 
to take it. That is, if it’s available, of course— and 
if you are agreeable.” 

She looked at him narrowly for some moments 
before she asked: 

“Are you a friend of Mr. Trent’s?” 

“No. I’ve never even seen him. I’m interested in 
him, that’s all.” 

“Well, the room’s free, and you may as well have 
it as anyone else.” 

They discussed terms and arrangements. Finally 
Rendell said: 

“That's settled then. I don’t know how long I 
shall be here. And now, if you’re not busy for a 
minute, I’d like to ask you one or two questions 
about Mr. Trent.” 
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“What do you want to know?” 

“Were you expecting him last night?” 

“Yes. He was coming here for several months to 
work.” 

“Does he always come here to work?” 

“Yes, always,” Mrs. Frazer replied. “He’s had the 
rooms at the top of the house for years and years. 
He’s written all his books up there. Why do you 
want to know?” 

“For two reasons. I’m interested in his books— 
and I was told that he always wrote them abroad. 
What— exactly— happened last night?” 

Mrs. Frazer looked over her shoulder towards the 
door, then took a step nearer Rendell. 

“I never had such a shock in my life— never! It 
must have been about nine o’clock— somewhere 
about. I happened to be in the hall— luckily. Sud- 
denly, I heard someone beating on the front door, 
beating desperately with clenched fists. I was fright- 
ended, and I’m not easily frightened.” 

She broke off, but almost immediately she went 
on breathlessly: 

“I opened the door. He looked like a ghost with 
great staring eyes. I said something— I don’t know 
what— and he fell to the ground, senseless. I thought 
he had dropped dead.” 

“Well— and then?” Rendell asked, after a long 
pause. 

“Two of the men in the house carried him up to 
his room and put him on the bed. He began to 
rave. I couldn’t make out what he said. Something 
about a man he had seen— some man who had 
appeared out of the fog on the Embankment. I 
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didn’t know what to do. I was afraid to leave him. 
He was terribly excited. Kept wanting to go to the 
window and look out. He leapt about till I thought 
he’d have a fit. So I stayed with him— and got some- 
one to telephone the doctor. It was terrible.” 

“You’d better sit down, don’t you think?” 

She sank mechanically into the chair Rendell 
placed by her side. 

“All to-day it’s been the same,” she went on. “I 
had to go out a quarter of an hour ago— but it was 
the first time to-day. The doctor wanted him to go 
to a nursing home, but the mere idea made him 
terribly angry. So the doctor has sent in a nurse. 
She’s with him now.” 

“Has he ever been ill here before?” 

“Neverl I can’t believe it! I never thought to see 
him like this.” 

“I can understand you’re upset,” Rendell said 
slowly. “After all, you’ve known him a long time.” 

“He’s been a friend to me. More than once I 
should have been sold up if it hadn’t been for him. 
My husband invested all the money he had in this 
house and filled it with a lot of crazy people— artists, 
and I don’t know what not. A year later, we were 
nearly ruined. Mr. Trent stayed on, and helped us 
out, else we shouldn’t be here now.” 

Then, with a swift return to her normal 
methodical manner, she rose, looked keenly round 
the room, then said: 

“Now, are you sure you’ve everything you want? 
If not, just tell me. And I’d better explain that 
several of the lodgers here are not my choice. But 
nowadays, you take what you can get— or what you 
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have to. All of them are in arrears with their rent— 
and some of them haven’t paid a farthing for weeks. 
And what can I do? Throw them out— and get others 
like them?” 

She paused, then added: 

"If my husband asks you to pay him the rent— 
or to lend him money— please don’t do either. Can 
I rely on you for that?” 

“You can count on me.” 

She walked towards the door, then paused and 
turned to him. 

“You can’t blame him, really. It was that war 
that did for him. Only his body survived it, if you 
know what I mean. There’s plenty like him— more 
or less.” 

The door closed behind her. 

Rendell began to pace up and down the room. 
Finally, he decided to go and dine at a local 
restaurant and think things over. 


V 

Before Rendell had been at 77, Potiphar Street, for 
twenty hours, he found it difficult to believe that any 
doctor could allow a man who was seriously ill to 
stay there— however determined his patient might 
be to remain. 

A number of incidents, none conducive to 
Rendell’s personal comfort, created this opinion. 
Most of the lodgers were noisy, some presumably 
never went to bed, and two returned home in the 
small hours, having either forgotten their latch-keys 
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or being in no condition to manipulate them. It 
seemed to Rendell that hardly had peace descended 
when it was rudely banished by certain early risers 
who clattered about their rooms, then rushed down 
the stairs, and finally banged the front door behind 
them as if to indicate that they had left the house 
for ever in a furious passion. 

Half an hour after the last of these Lear-like 
departures, a maid was heard continually ascending 
the stairs bearing breakfast-trays. More than once 
she paused to shout details of certain forgotten 
articles towards the abyss of the basement. Rendell 
soon learned that her name was Mary, for a gentle- 
man in the upper regions shouted it twice, then in- 
quired in no half-hearted manner as to the likely 
time at which he might expect his shaving water. 

At nine o’clock a gramophone in the room above 
emitted a colourful lament in a tone of impressive 
richness, power, and volume. 

From ten o’clock onwards, various persons de- 
livered a series of blows with the front-door knocker. 
These summonses were ignored, usually, by the in- 
mates of No. 77— a fact which inspired the person 
on the doorstep to a more variegated and a more 
strenuous performance. 

As the window of Rendell’s room afforded an in- 
timate view of the steep steps leading to the front 
door, he was able to study the appearance of the 
person demanding attention, while, simultaneously, 
he was deafened by the anvil-like blows of the 
knocker. On several occasions, in desperation, he 
went to the door himself, imagining that by dismiss- 
ing the disturber of his peace it might return to him. 
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He found, however, that it was only necessary to 
open the front door of No. 77 in order to find' him- 
self confronted by victims of the economic earth- 
quake. One ex-Service man wanted to sell him a 
writing-block. Another produced an album contain- 
ing specimens of Christmas-cards which— Rendell 
was assured— were bankrupt stock, and so were 
going considerably under cost. Finally, an ex-officer 
appeared who was hawking ladies’ underwear. The 
man was about Rendell’s age, belonged to the same 
class, and was obviously entirely genuine. He ex- 
plained briefly that he was doing this as it was 
literally and absolutely the only activity he had 
been able to find. 

Rendell gave him a ten-shilling note— and let the 
next comer knock, till the man’s arm refused to per- 
form that function any longer. 

But at twelve o’clock, when Rendell happened to 
be standing at the window— watching three little 
girls dancing with perfect enjoyment to the strains 
of a barrel-organ— a large car drew up. Instantly a 
man leapt out of it, ran up the narrow stone 
path leading to the house, sprang up the steps, 
and gave three brisk authoritative raps with the 
knocker. 

Rendell felt instinctively that this visitor must not 
be kept waiting. He went to the door. 

“I answered your knock,” he explained, “as 
they're not too good here at attending to visitors.” 

The man glanced down the narrow hall, then at 
Rendell, in considerable perplexity. 

“Care to come into my room for a minute?” 
Rendell suggested, feeling it incumbent on him to 
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make an effort to placate this visitor, who was clearly 
an important one. 

“Yes. Thanksl Shan’t stay long— too much to do. 
Ah, your room’s just here, is it? Good! Most kind 
of you. Thanks!” 

Rendell glanced at his companion, while waiting 
for him to state his business. 

He was above middle height and had scanty 
carrot-coloured hair and grey luminous eyes. A 
great domed forehead bulked impressively above a 
lined mobile face. He was not still for a moment, 
but Rendell felt that this man possessed real and re- 
markable ability of some kind. 

“Now, I’ve not long,” he began. “What’s all this 
about Trent? But, first of all, you must know that 
I’m Bickenshaw, head of Poisons.” A pause. “You 
know, the publishers— the publishers!” he added, 
swiftly and irritably, as the light of comprehension 
and admiration had not dawned in Rendell’s eyes. 

“Oh yes, of course,” the latter said quickly. “You 
publish Trent’s books, don’t you?” 

“Yes, yes! Well now, look here— what’s happened? 
Is he better, or is he still delirious?” 

“I believe he’s still delirious.” 

“Must have collapsed in the street,” Bickenshaw 
said briskly, “and so they brought him in to this 
hole. Why, God bless my soul, he was lunching with 
me a week ago and never looked better. Told me he 
was just going to start his new book. I thought he’d 
have left England before this. Well, anyway! Do 
you know him?” 

“No, I don’t, but — ” 

“Never mind! Directly he’s better, you go and see 
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him. Tell him I called. Say I came in person. Don’t 
forget. And mind you tell him this from me. What’s 
wrong with him is blood-pressure. Everyone has it— 
I’ve got it myself. And it plays queer tricks at times. 
But you tell him— from me— not to worry. Just say 
that I said it’s only blood-pressure.” 

He turned swiftly to Rendell and demanded: 

“Have you got it?” 

“No, I — ” 

“You’ve probably got it— and don’t know it. 
Heaps of people are like that. It’s my belief that 
everybody has got it. Now, I must get on.” 

He turned, walked swiftly out of the room, fol- 
lowed by Rendell. At the top of the steps, however, 
he paused. 

“You live here, I suppose? Right! Then tell him 
—from me— to get out of this hole. I know a first- 
rate nursing-home. Tell him that, will you? Thanks 
very much. He must get out of this hole just as soon 
as he can. That’s essential. Tell him I said so.” 

Bickenshaw sprang down the steps, ran to his car, 
leapt into it, and flashed away. 

Rendell returned to his room and began to pace 
slowly up and down. It seemed to him that his 
primary need, at the moment, was to obtain some 
degree of mental perspective. Ever since his arrival 
at No. 77 last evening, impressions, discoveries, 
mysteries, and distractions of all kinds had so en- 
veloped him that he was wholly unable to separate 
the significant from the trivial. His mind was 
chaotic and, in the hope of introducing some 
principle of order, he kept repeating to himself 
that it was less than forty-eight hours since he had 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


50 

dined with Marsden and cross-examined him con- 
cerning Ivor Trent. 

But the iteration of this fact only increased his 
perplexity, for it seemed to him that he had been 
at No. 77 for at least a week, and that the week had 
contained an extraordinary number of remarkable 
incidents. One thing was definite, however— his 
curiosity concerning Ivor Trent deepened hourly. 

At this point someone began to knock on the front 
door, but Rendell decided that he had had enough 
adventures in that region. So he continued to pace 
the room, speculating on the possibility that— if he 
stayed long enough— he might become so accustomed 
to the knocking that he would not hear it. He en- 
couraged himself in this hope by recalling that once, 
in Sydney, he had become so inured to cats wailing 
all night and every night in the yard outside his 
room that, when a new-comer complained, he was 
amazed to discover that these nocturnal activities re- 
mained a fact. 

He was interrupted in these memories, however, 
by a sharp rap on the window. This was a new form 
of technique, and a challenging one. Rendell de- 
cided that its originator was a person of resource and 
so worth his attention. 

He went to the front door, opened it, and 
announced briskly— indicating the window of his 
room: 

“That is not the servants’ room. It happens to be 
mine.” 

“I’m most awfully sorry, but I’ve been here so 
long, and I really am in a hurry. Still, I do apolo- 
gise.” 
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The man’s voice was attractive. Rendell capitu- 
lated. 

“That’s all right,” he said, then, glancing at the 
visitor, he added: “Have you come to inquire about 
Trent?” 

“I have. How did you guess?” 

“Well, I’ve been in all the morning and I suppose 
a dozen people have battered on that door. I can 
now spot those who have come to sell things— and 
those who want to learn about Trent. Come in to 
my room for a minute.” 

“That’s most kind of you.” 

“As you see, it’s near the front door. Now, what 
can I ” 

“My name’s Voyce. I’m Trent’s literary agent. I 
was terribly upset to see the news in the paper. I 
live in the country, and only saw that paragraph in 
the train going home, or I should have come last 
night. How is he?” 

“Much the same, I’m afraid. The doctor has sent 
a nurse in.” 

“But what’s wrong with him? That’s what I want 
to know. I saw him a few days ago and he seemed 
perfectly well. And what on earth is he doing 

here?” 

“It’s the first time you’ve been here then?” 
Rendell inquired. 

“Yes, of course. And it’s the first time he’s been 
here. Don’t want to be rude, but, frankly, this is not 
exactly Ivor Trent’s setting. He’s got a perfectly 
good flat of his own near Cork Street.” 

“Oh, he’s a flat off Cork Street, has he?” 

“Yes, had it for years. He must have been taken 
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ill in the street. Incidentally, have you been here 
long?” 

“No, I only came last night.” 

“Only last night?” Voyce hesitated. “Don’t think 
me inquisitive, but do you intend to stay some 
time?” 

“Well, I think I can say definitely,” Rendell re- 
plied, with some emphasis, “that I shall stay here as 
long as Trent does.” 

“Then do me a favour, would you? Give him this 
letter, when he’s better,, and ask him to write me his 
opinion. I’ve got to go away, but his letter would 
be forwarded.” 

“Very well. He shall have the letter directly he’s 
better.” 

“It’s really good of you. I’m damnably upset 
about this collapse of his. I can’t understand it.” 

They walked together to the front door. 

Just as Voyce was about to leave, Rendell said: 

“By the way, Bickenshaw called about half an 
hour ago.” 

“Did he? But of course he would! What’s he 
think is wrong with Trent?” 

“He thinks it’s blood-pressure.” 

“Oh, Bickenshaw’s got blood-pressure on the 
brain! Good-bye, and many thanks.” 

Rendell returned to his room. The information 
that Trent had a flat near Cork Street, had had it 
for years, and, nevertheless, had written all his books 
at 77, Potiphar Street, so bewildered Rendell that 
sanity seemed to depend on ceasing to speculate any 
further on the mystery of Trent. 

Consequently he deliberately began to analyse 
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Voyce’s last remark— that Bickenshaw had blood- 
pressure on the brain— trying to determine whether 
authoritative medical opinion would accept the 
statement as a scientific one. 

Arriving at no conclusion, he decided it was time 
for luncheon. He glanced out of the window. A 
sunny autumn day— he would not need an overcoat. 

He took his hat and stick, went to the front door 
and opened it. 

He was confronted by a telegraph-boy, whose 
hand was raised in a frustrated attempt to seize the 
knocker. 

“Trent?” 

“Oh, go to the devil!” Rendell shouted, then 
brushed past the astonished youth, nearly falling 
down the steps in his eagerness to escape— if only 
for an hour— from the mystery of Trent. 


VI 

Rendell had no definite ideas as to where to lunch, 
but, finding himself on the Embankment, and dis- 
covering a restaurant with three or four tables gaily 
displayed on the broad pavement in front of it, he 
decided that luncheon in the open air was desirable, 
the day being mild. 

Consequently he joined the half-dozen rather self- 
conscious persons already seated, and instantly 
acquired the slightly defiant air which characterised 
them, and which seemed to assert “one does this in 
Paris, so why not in London?” 
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Traffic shot and crashed down the Embankment, 
trams trailed monotonously over Battersea Bridge: 
tugs fussed up and down the sparkling river, wail- 
ing mysterious intentions to the initiate. An impish 
breeze frisked about, fluttering the table-cloths and 
whisking odd scraps of paper to dizzy altitudes, then 
incontinently abandoning them. 

Two young men, at the table next to Rendell’s, 
were engaged in an endless and highly technical 
conversation, largely monopolised by the lankier of 
the two. On the rare occasions when he was forced 
to pause, the less lanky seized the opportunity to 
demand: “What about Flaubert?” And, as the more 
lanky consistently ignored this question, it was re- 
peated perhaps a dozen times by the less. 

Rendell, eventually finding this somewhat mono- 
tonous— and not wishing to revert to private specu- 
lation-transferred his attention to another table in 
his immediate vicinity. 

Two young women were seated at it. The more 
talkative had a countenance vaguely suggesting a 
snapshot of winter, but this was compensated for to 
some extent by the kindred virtue of a polar clarity 
in her speech. She was explaining, in the briefest 
and clearest of terms, such mysteries as commodity 
prices, inflation, deflation, the gold dollar, and 
certain economic theories held by the U.S.S.R. 
Each sentence was delivered with revolver-shot pre- 
cision. Her companion— a rosy-cheeked, athletic girl 
of about twenty— kept interpolating enthusiastically: 
“Oh, is that what it means? I’ve often wondered.” 

Soon, Rendell bought a newspaper from a pass- 
ing youth, but as the lunch edition had not yet 
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reached Chelsea, it contained only racing informa- 
tion— in which he was not remotely interested. 

So, his coffee being cold, owing to exposure, he 
rose, having decided to have a stroll round Chelsea 
before returning to No. 77. 

He wandered about, indifferent as to direction, 
interested or fascinated by a number of things. 
He encountered Chelsea Pensioners who, swiftly 
glimpsed, resembled moving pillar-boxes: little old- 
world shops nodding drowsily in the sunshine: a 
wooded public garden with Carlyle’s statue in the 
middle of it— leaves drifting idly down past the un- 
seeing eyes of the sage. Then he lost himself in a 
labyrinth of little streets, now catching a glimpse of 
a porch of breath-taking beauty; or a charming 
interior with decorative people, remote and re- 
moved from the rigours of the age; or a dreaming 
house with an overhanging tree, surrounded by 
green lawns and a grey wall, serene and mature in 
the mellow October sunlight. 

Later he found himself confronted by a tiny 
edifice of remarkable individuality. He paused to 
study it. Observing his interest, an old gentleman 
with silver hair and dark benevolent eyes, who wore 
a black velvet smoking-jacket, informed him that it 
was reputed to have been Henry VIII’s shooting- 
box, and that many earnest people hoped it was 
haunted. 

On leaving this urbane and cultured individual, 
Rendell wandered on till, turning a corner, he found 
himself threatened by the maelstrom of the King’s 
Road. 

He glanced at his watch. A quarter to three. He 
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would return to No. 77 and, if possible, have an 
hour’s sleep— to compensate in part for a very dis- 
turbed night. 


VII 

The house was quiet on his return. He lit a 
cigarette, then, gradually, became aware of some- 
thing oppressive in the atmosphere. Dismissing this 
sensation, by attributing it to the unwonted silence, 
he stood by the window, vaguely deliberating 
whether a view of the river was obtainable from 
Trent’s rooms at the top of the house. 

Several minutes passed, then, being mentally idle 
and therefore interested in details, he noticed a taxi 
approaching down a deserted Potiphar Street. 

He watched it aimlessly till his interest was 
quickened by the fact that it drew up outside the 
house. But although it became stationary, no one 
alighted. Nearly a minute passed. He saw the driver 
turn his head to address an invisible fare. Then the 
man pushed his arm back, turned the handle, and 
flung the door open. 

A woman got out slowly. Hardly was she upright 
on the pavement when she glanced up at the house, 
then to the right, then to the left— hesitated— and 
finally made a movement which suggested that she 
was about to re-enter the taxi and drive away. 

The driver, however, shut the door, and jerked 
twice with his left forefinger in the direction of the 
house. 
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Slowly, unwillingly, the woman approached it, 
pausing half-way to look again in each direction, 
then with sudden determination she almost ran to 
the top of the steps. 

Rendell heard a single timid knock. If a mouse 
had been in the hall, it would have ignored it. 

“This has got my number on it,” Rendell 
muttered to himself, and went into the hall. 

He opened the door. Instantly an exclamation 
broke from him. 

A beautiful but terrified face with great hunted 
eyes confronted him. For an endless second they 
stared at each other, then she began to tremble so 
violently that Rendell thought she was going to 
collapse. 

Instinctively he caught her by the arm. 

“Steady! It’s all right. Take your time. You’ll 
feel better in a minute.” 

She made a lightning movement with her hand, 
indicating that she wanted the door closed. Rendell 
shut it with alacrity, then, still holding her arm, 
guided her to his room. 

“You’d better sit down, don’t you ” 

“Trent— Trent! I must see him. Now— immedi- 
ately!— do you understand?” 

The intensity of her tone, no less than her con- 
vulsive movements, so astonished Rendell that he 
stood hypnotised, staring at her. 

She came nearer to him, moving her arms up and 
down, her fingers writhing in a frenzy of impatience. 

“He’s here— he’s still here— isn’t he?” 

“Yes, he’s still here, but ” 

“Then go! Now!” 
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“But I tell you no one is allowed to see him. The 
doctor has sent in a nurse and — ” 

“He’s not still delirious?” 

“Yes, he is — ” 

Rendell broke off. She had sunk into a chair and 
now began to rock to and fro, her face buried in her 
hands. 

“Delirious . . . delirious . . .” 

She repeated the word as if it held her death- 
sentence. 

By now Rendell was seriously alarmed and, which 
was worse, felt totally inadequate to the situation. 
Simultaneously, in the hinterland of his conscious- 
ness, he was dimly aware of a very disturbing quality 
in this woman’s beauty. 

“Look here,” he broke out at last, “you can’t let 
yourself go like this. I tell you what you’d better 
do,” he went on, having no idea as to how he would 
end the sentence, “you’d better— well— you’d better 
have a drink, or something.” 

A pause. 

Then a laugh rang through the room. It was so 
unexpected, so musical, that Rendell started as if it 
had been an explosion. 

When he recovered, he found that she was on her 
feet— her eyes scrutinising his features with em- 
barrassing intensity. 

“You must be a nice person. Only a nice person 
could have said something so stupid. Listen, listen! 
I’ve got to trust you. There’s something you must 
do for me. But promise— promise— you’ll never tell 
anyone.” 

“I do promise.” 
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“Get me a piece of paper— and a pencil. Quickl” 

She scribbled a word and some numbers— then 
tore the paper to shreds. 

“No! Tell him— directly you can— that he must 
ring up Rosalie Vivian. Directly! Tell him it’s 
terribly urgent— terribly!” 

Again she sank into the chair and buried her face 
in her hands. 

“Oh no, no, no!” she moaned, “that’s no good. 
He’s delirious— delirious! My God, I can’t stand this 
—I can’t stand it another second— I ” 

“For God’s sake — ” 

But she was on her feet again, quivering from 
head to foot. 

“They don’t take any notice, do they— doctors, 
nurses!— of what a man says in delirium. They don’t, 
do they? They know it’s all nonsense— lies— don’t 
they? Do answer!” 

“Yes, of course they do.” 

She seized his arm and gripped it with a sudden 
nervous strength that amazed him. 

“You— they— you haven’t heard— they’ve not told 
you anything he’s said ” 

“No, no, of course notl You need not fear that. 
Doctors and nurses are used to all that. It doesn’t 
interest them.” 

“You’re certain?” 

“Certain!” 

A long silence, which reminded Rendell of a 
respite during a thunderstorm. He stood, braced 
and taut, believing himself to be prepared for any- 
thing. 

“What’s your name?” 
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The tone was nearly a normal conversational one. 
Rendell reeled. He had not been prepared for this. 

“Rendell— Arthur Rendell. I only came to this 
house last night. I don’t know Trent. But do be- 
lieve that you can trust me. I’d— I’d help you in any 
way I could. Please believe that.” 

“I do believe it.” 

There was a deep resonant note in her voice. The 
words might have been spoken by a serious child- 
giving the whole of her confidence to someone who 
had earned it. 

A long silence followed. 

She had sat down again and was leaning forward, 
her elbows on her knees, her chin resting in her 
hands. 

Possibly she was thirty— dark, lithe, and decep- 
tively frail-looking. Her hands and feet were per- 
fect. She had large very blue eyes, which, in 
moments of tranquillity, looked at the world with 
an expression of frightened wonder. But, as Rendell 
had seen, they could flash with extraordinary power 
when she was emotionally moved. She had the rare 
quality of creating— by her mere presence— a sudden 
tension in the atmosphere surrounding her. Rendell 
was aware of it now, as he stood looking down at her. 

She seemed to have forgotten time, place, and 
circumstances as she sat, leaning forward, staring 
into vacancy with bewildered eyes. This swift 
alternation from hysteria to inertia was so mysterious 
to Rendell that it reduced him to impotence. He 
stood like a slave awaiting the next demand of a 
capricious master. He had not to wait long. 

The sound of footsteps descending the stairs 
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stabbed broad awake in her that spirit of passionate 
hysteria which had so suddenly become quiescent. 

In a second she was on her feet. 

“Who’s that?” 

“Only one of the lodgers.” 

“Lodgers!” 

“Yes, didn’t you know that this was a lodging- 
house?” 

She stared at him incredulously. 

“Then why is Ivor here? I saw him on Saturday,” 
she raced on, “only Saturday! He was well. He was 
going abroad the next day to work. I must see him! 
I must, I tell you! I’m in terrible trouble. And he’s 
here— delirious! You don’t know what that means 
to me.” 

A pause, then on again, the words rushing from 
her in a torrent: 

“I did not sleep for one second last night. I read 
that paragraph in the paper again and again. I 
couldn’t believe it. I daren’t believe it. And then, 
to-day, I couldn’t get away to come here. I had to 
come, although I was terrified of coming. And yet 
I ought not to be here. Anything might happen. 
And I’m telling you all this— you, a stranger! I shall 
go mad to-night when I think of it. But I can’t stay 
—not another minute! And God alone knows when 
I shall be able to come again.” 

Tears blinded her eyes and she was trembling 
violently. 

“Look here, you really can’t go on like this,” 
Rendell announced firmly. “You’ll make yourself 
ill.” 

“ 111 !” 
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“Yes— ill! And that won’t help. I promise you 
that, directly I can, I will ask him to telephone you. 
I’ll do anything else I can.” 

“Wait, waitl I must think. Suppose someone saw 
me come in here? You’d say that I was a friend of 
yours. You’d do that? You remember my name? 
Rosalie Vivian. A friend of yours. You under- 
stand? And you’d tell them that I did not know 
Ivor was here. That's what you’d say, isn’t it— 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes. I’ll say that. How can I convince you that 
I only want to help you?” 

“I believe it— now I’m here with you. But, when 
I’ve gone— to-night?— alone? Wait, waitl” 

She went to the mirror, dabbed her eyes with a 
diminutive handkerchief, then studied her reflec- 
tion critically. 

“Yesterday seemed like a month. To-day has been 
a year. I shall soon be old.” 

“Things will come out all right and ” 

She turned and looked at him— and his plati- 
tudinous phrase died in middle age. 

“How nice you are,” she said slowly. “Now please 
get me a taxi.” 

Rendell stared at her. 

“Well,” she went on, “is that such a very extra- 
ordinary request?” 

“But— but — ” h e blurted out, “the one you came 
in is still waiting.” 

Oh, is it? That’s all right then. Please see me 
into it. And, remember, I came to see you." 

“Shall I see you again?” 

"I don’t know— I don’t know anything.” 
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“I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll be in at three o’clock 
every day for the next week.’’ 

With a swift movement she took his hand, pressed 
it, then turned, and he followed her out of the room. 

They walked in silence to the taxi. Rendell 
watched it till it disappeared, then returned to his 
room, haunted by the image of a lovely face with 
frightened eyes. 


VIII 

Out of the maze of conflicting thoughts and 
emotions created by Rosalie Vivian’s visit, one fact 
eventually emerged— Rendell had become involved. 
Till his meeting with her, he had been a spectator 
—one whose curiosity had deepened hourly— but no 
more. At any moment he could have given up his 
room, returned to the normal, and regarded his 
adventures at No. 77 as amusing or intriguing in- 
cidents in a comedy which he had abandoned be- 
fore its end. 

This was so no longer. A tragic shadow had 
fallen across the comedy— and he had ceased to be 
a spectator. Even in terms of time, he was com- 
mitted. He had promised to be in his room every 
day at three o’clock during the next week, but— 
apart from that— he was involved emotionally. He 
was convinced that her need was desperate, and that 
she had no one in whom to confide. Also, and more 
strangely, he was certain she was married, though, 
as she had not removed her gloves during her visit, 
this certainty was wholly intuitive. 
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Gradually other— and more obvious— certainties 
presented themselves. She was Trent’s mistress. 
Why, otherwise, had the knowledge that he was 
delirious made her hysterical with fear? As Rendell 
saw it, the governing facts were clear enough: she 
was married; she was Trent’s mistress; Trent was 
delirious; and therefore she was terrified. 

But what was far more important, to Rendell, was 
the personal fact that she was unique in his experi- 
ence. Till his marriage, women had been only a 
physical necessity, but, on that level, he had had 
many adventures. He was still deeply sensitive to a 
woman’s physical being, and yet, although Rosalie 
Vivian was beautiful, he could evoke no image of 
her figure from his memory. Her attraction was 
psychic, not physical. Nevertheless, Rendell made 
an essentially male mental note that— should he see 
her again— he would study her figure in detail. At 
present, he could remember only face, feet, and 
hands— and her amazingly blue, frightened eyes. 

He had reached this point in his deliberations 
when he stumbled across a fact, hitherto over- 
looked, which instantly attained primary im- 
portance. 

It was just understandable that Trent had lied to 
Marsden, to his publisher, and to his agent when 
telling them that he always went abroad to work. 
But it was far less understandable that he had told 
Rosalie Vivian— who was almost certainly his mistress 
—only last Saturday that he was leaving England the 
next day. She, then, like the others, was ignorant 
of the fact that Trent had had rooms at 7.7, Potiphar 
Street for years and had written all his books there. 
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“One thing’s definite,” Rendell said to himself, 
“if I ever see her again, the first thing I shall find 
out is— how long has she known Trent? The answer 
will tell me whether he’s an occasional liar or an 
habitual one. And a thing like that is always worth 
knowing.” 

But at this point he was interrupted by a light 
knock on his door. 

“Come in.” 

A nurse appeared and said apologetically: 

“I’m sorry to disturb you, sir, but do you happen 
to know where Mrs. Frazer is?” 

“No, I don’t. I’m afraid, but I’ll find her for you. 
But, tell me, how is your patient? I’ve several excel- 
lent reasons for wanting to know.” 

“He’s still very excited.” 

“Not delirious?” 

“Very excited, I should say.” 

“Well, it’s like this. His publisher and agent were 
talking to me this morning. Is it possible to give 
Mr. Trent a letter— and a message?” 

“Oh no, quite impossible, I’m afraid. The doctor 
forbids him to see anyone or to have any letters. 
He was very definite about that.” 

“Very well. I’ve done all I can. Would you let 
me know directly there’s a change in the doctor’s 
orders?” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

“Thanks very much. It’s awkward for me, having 
letters and so on. Wait a minute!” Rendell ex- 
claimed. “I think that’s Mrs. Frazer in the hall.” 

The nurse went out, and a lengthy half-whispered 
conversation ensued between the two women. 
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Eventually Rendell, hearing the nurse ascending 
the stairs, called to Mrs. Frazer: 

“Give me a minute, will you?” 

She came into the room, looking tired and 
worried. 

“I don’t want to bother you,” he began, “but, 
frankly, don’t you think this house is a bit noisy for 
an invalid?” 

“I hope you haven’t been disturbed — ” 

"Oh, never mind about me! I’m all right— more 
or less. But what about Trent?” 

“He has double doors and windows in his rooms,” 
she replied. “The top floor is really a self-contained 
flat, so he’s cut off from the rest of the house.” 

“I see. Well— as you asked if I’d been disturbed— 
I would like to know one thing. Does anyone ever 
answer the front door when people hammer on it?” 

Mrs. Frazer made a despairing gesture. 

“That front door will bring me to my gravel 
When I’m out— and I have to go out a lot— no one 
answers it. It’s a mercy I happened to be in the hall 
the night poor Mr. Trent arrived. The girl says 
she’s deaf and can’t hear the knocking— and my 
husband won’t open it. He’s in nearly all day, but 
he just won’t go to it. He’s too proud. It’s a wonder 
he let you in last night.” 

“That’s how it is, is it? Well, it doesn’t bother me 
much. I’ll soon be used to it, and to the lodgers, 
too, I daresay— in time, of course.” 

Mrs. Frazer regarded him mournfully. Then, 
having turned to make certain that the door was 
shut, she said emphatically: 

"Don’t imagine that I’m satisfied with the lodgers. 
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because I’m not. And that’s a fact. You wouldn’t 
believe it if you knew what I have to put up with. 
But what can I do? You’ve got to be thankful to 
get anyone nowadays. You know what things are 
like. They say they are better. Well, they may be 
—but not in Potiphar Street. And my husband, for 
all his fine airs and graces, is thick as thieves with 
the worst of them. I’m afraid you were very dis- 
turbed last night.” 

“Now don’t you bother about me, Mrs. Frazer. I 
find it all very interesting. There’s a little noise, of 
course, and a few visitors, but— I’m all right. In fact, 
I think I shall be here some time.” 

“I’m very glad to hear it. Anything you want, you 
let me know. And now I must go to Mr. Trent. I 
was a nurse myself once— though I’ve almost for- 
gotten it— and I suppose I was the biggest fool ever 
bom not to remain one.” 

Having made this oblique reference to her 
marriage, Mrs. Frazer paused, then— evidently 
prompted by her sense of justice— added im- 
partially: 

“Still, I will say this for him: he’s made himself 
useful attending to people who’ve called to inquire 
about Mr. Trent.” 

As Rendell believed that this duty had devolved 
wholly on himself, her statement puzzled him, but 
he gave no indication of this fact when he said: 

“Really! And when was that?” 

“The last hour or so— when you were out. Several 
people called.” She produced a number of visiting- 
cards from the pocket of her overall and handed 
them to Rendell for inspection. “And what with 
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one or two of the newspapers ringing up, and I don’t 
know what, he’s been quite busy— for him.” 

Rendell said nothing. He was turning over the 
cards, as if mechanically, but actually with con- 
siderable interest. He detected several well-known 
names in the literary and social worlds, then, 
finally, one appeared bearing a name which startled 
him. 

“Marsden!” he exclaimed. 

“Oh yes, the crippled gentleman! My husband 
told me about him because he had such a job getting 
up the steps. And what’s more, he was so certain 
that Mr. Trent would have asked to see him that 
he wouldn’t take ‘No’ for an answer.” 

Marsden! Rendell totted up probabilities, while 
contracting and expanding the card between his 
right thumb and forefinger. Then he remembered 
that Marsden had told him— before they dined 
together on the Sunday— that he was staying in 
London for some weeks. Inevitably, therefore, he 
would call to ask about Trent. It was rather sur- 
prising he had not been earlier. 

“Didn’t say when he was coming again, I sup- 
pose?” Rendell asked at last. 

“Well, now you mention it, as a matter of fact, he 
did. Told my husband he might come at six o’clock. 
And he said it in a tone which was as much as to 
say: ‘And mind you don’t keep me waiting!’ My 
husband wasn’t best pleased, I can tell you. That’s 
why he mentioned it to me.” 

After a pause, she added: 

“Well, I must be getting upstairs. You’ll let me 
know if you want anything?” 
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“I certainly will— and many thanks.” 

She disappeared, and Rendell stretched himself 
on a sofa— whose appearance and personality seemed 
to defy anyone to subject its age to any such in- 
dignity— in the hope that he might sleep for a couple 
of hours. 

Destiny granted half his desire, then, at about five 
o’clock, a single but resonant knock on the front 
door roused him to consciousness. 

He rose, stretched and yawned simultaneously, 
then felt his way through the twilight of the 
hall. 

“I’m sorry to trouble you, but is Mr. Trent 
better?” 

The voice was richly modulated. She stood look- 
ing up at him, and in the half-light he dimly dis- 
cerned a broad powerfully-moulded face with dark 
eyes under black brows. 

“A bit better, I think,” he replied. “Doctor won’t 
let him see anyone, so the nurse tells me, but I fancy 
he’s not as bad as he was yesterday. Will you leave 
your name? Then, later. I’ll see that he’s told that 
you called.” 

She laughed pleasantly. 

“Oh no, thanks all the same. I’m no one. I just 
wanted to know how he was. That’s all.” 

But this self-effacement was too attractive for 
Rendell to let it go at that. 

“What do you mean— you’re no one?” he 
demanded. 

“I work in a bar in the West End. Mr. Trent 
used to come in sometimes. Not regularly, I don’t 
mean, far from it. But just now and then, every few 
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months, when he was in London. And ” 

“And?” Rendell echoed, as she hesitated. 

“Oh well, I don’t know— he was always very nice 
to me. That’s all. Always had a bit of a talk before 
he went. Sometimes told me a book to read— once 
or twice gave me seats at a theatre for my night off. 
That’s all— but it helped. Gets a bit monotonous at 
times, serving isn a bar.” 

“I’ll bet my life it does!” 

“Yqu feel sometimes you’ll have to hide under the 
counter to get away from all the faces opposite. 
Then you get all right again, and go on. But I 
mustn’t take up your time like this.” 

“That’s all right. What’s your name?” 

“They always call me Rummy.” 

“Why?” 

“Oh, an old major who comes in a lot said some 
time ago he was going to call me Rummy because I 
was a rum ’un— and the name stuck.” 

“Which bar do you work in?” 

“The long bar at the Cosmopolitan.” 

“Well, perhaps I’ll look you up there one day 
soon and tell you how Trent is.” 

“Would you? I’d be grateful if you would. I 
must go now or I’ll be late. Good night.” 

“Good night.” 

Rendell shut the door, and immediately remem- 
bered that he had not asked Rummy whether she 
knew Trent was at No. 77 or whether she, like all 
the others, had come there as that address had been 
given in the newspaper. Then, having decided that 
he would ask her when he went to the Cosmo- 
politan, he dismissed the subject, and began to 
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pace up and down the room— trying to determine 
whether or not he should see Marsden if the latter 
turned up at six o’clock. 

A volley of blows on the front door interrupted 
his attempt to reach a decision. 

"That probably is Marsden— but, if so, he’s a bit 
early. Anyhow, I'm not letting him in.” 

A one-minute silence, then another series of 
determined knocks. 

“By God, I won’t gol” Rendell exclaimed. “I’m 
damned if I do.” 

A few moments later he heard steps in the hall. 
Evidently someone had heard the summons and was 
responding to it. Almost immediately Captain 
Frazer entered the room, without the formality of 
a knock on the door. 

“Sorry and all that,” he began, in a tone that was 
an even blend of insolence and servility, “but there’s 
someone else come about Trent. My wife tells me 
you’ve been good enough to ” 

“Yes, I have,” Rendell cut in, “but I can’t keep 
on interviewing Trent’s friends for ever. May go 
on for days.” 

“Quite— quite 1 Never mind. Don’t you worry. 
I’ll send my wife down. I’ve got to go out for five 
minutes. Important, you understand. But I’ll send 
her down. Don’t you bother.” 

“She’s probably enough to do,” Rendell replied 
bluntly. “As you put that paragraph in the paper, 
it seems to me that it’s. up to you to deal with its 
consequences.” 

Captain Frazer stiffened till he became completely 
rigid, his right eye winking convulsively. Then, still 
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erect as a sentinel, he turned and marched out of the 
room. 

A moment later the front door banged. 

“God! he’s gonel Hope the visitor’s gone with 
him.” 

But Rendell soon discovered that the reverse was 
the fact. Frazer had evidently considered that the 
effect of his military exit would have been marred 
had he paused to close the door. It remained three- 
quarters open, and Rendell, who had begun to pace 
the room again, was not a little astonished suddenly 
to find that a woman stood in the doorway, regard- 
ing him with somewhat grim attention. 

“I’m afraid I’ll have to trouble you,” she began 
in a collected manner, which, nevertheless, sug- 
gested one or two rehearsals, “to give me some 
information.” 

“Well, why not? I’m getting pretty used to it. In 
an honorary capacity, you understand.” 

“Is Ivor Trent still here?” she asked, with 
measured deliberation. 

“He is.” 

“He’s not still— delirious?” The last word was 
jerked out, despite a great, and obvious, effort at 
control. 

“Very excited, is the phrase the nurse used— when 
I asked her this afternoon.” 

A long pause. 

Rendell made no attempt to mask his scrutiny of 
her, as he considered that her method of entry, and 
her general manner, did not necessitate elaborate 
courtesy. 

She was about twenty-four. Her broad face, with 
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its strong regular features, would have been 
commonplace had it not been for the deep-set 
dark eyes. The eyes might have belonged to a 
fanatic. Unlike Rosalie Vivian, there was nothing 
elusive about her figure. It was sturdy, somewhat 
over-developed, and seemed to rebel against the re- 
striction of clothes. 

“Yes, that's what the nurse said some hours ago,” 
Rendell went on, “ 'very excited,' were her exact 
words.” He paused, then added: "Of course, he may 
be delirious again now.” 

A sudden determination to humble her made him 
add the last sentence. Her assurance was assumed 
—•her manner was a pose. She had consciously 
adopted a method to create a definite impression. 
Rendell was certain of it, and so he had made that 
reference to the possibility of Trent being again 
delirious— in much the same spirit as he would 
have shown a whip to a dog that was putting on 
airs. 

His success was dramatic, for she blushed a deep 
crimson. Her embarrassment was so extreme that 
he shared it. 

She sat down limply and half closed her eyes. 

“But in all probability,” Rendell said quickly, 
“he's over the delirium for good.” 

“Why is he here?” 

She asked the question lifelessly, with no trace of 
her former manner. 

“Well,” Rendell began, then hesitated. After all, 
why should he reveal Trent’s secret? “I will only 
tell you that his publisher and agent were here this 
morning and they assume he collapsed in the street 
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and was brought in here. Have you seen him 
lately?” 

“No— hot for months. I don’t want to see him— 
ever! I only came because the paper said he was — ” 

She broke off and again there was silence. 

“I’m afraid I’m not much help,” Rendell said 
slowly. Then an idea occurred to him, and he 
added: “Do you know any of his friends?” 

“I met one some time ago. A man called Denis 
Wraybum.” She moved uneasily as if her memories 
of him were not pleasant. Then she went on: “And 
I mht another. His name was Peter Marsden.” 

“Marsden! That’s odd, because he’ll probably 
turn up any minute. Perhaps you’d like to see him.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, he was here earlier and had a talk with 
Captain Frazer— that’s the man who owns this house 
—so perhaps Marsden could tell you more definitely 
than I can how Trent is.” 

“I’m completely indifferent as to how he is,” she 
replied. “Have I asked you once how he was?” 

“Well, no, you haven’t.” 

“If you had told me that he was dead, I shouldn’t 
have cared in the least. I’d have been glad. I hate 
him as I’ve never hated anyone— and I’m not a bad 
hater. All I’m afraid of is that if he’s— delirious— he 
might babble some infamous lies about— well— me, 
if you want to know.” 

“I didn’t want to know particularly, or I should 
have asked. You volunteered the information.” 

She turned to him, and their eyes met for the first 
time. The dark intensity glowing in hers almost 
startled him. 
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“You are a friend of his?” she asked more humbly. 

“I’ve never seen him.” 

“Read his books, perhaps?” 

“One of them.” 

“I wish to God I’d never read a line he’s written. 
Anyway, his books are all lies.” 

As Rendell said nothing, she went on: 

“You don’t agree, of coursel” 

“I don’t know what you mean by all lies. I’ve 
read only one of his books, but I read it three times. 
To me, it was a revelation. But I’m not a critic, 
like Marsden.” 

She was about to speak, but Rendell silenced her 
with a gesture. He was standing by the window, 
listening intently to a minor commotion on the 
steps. 

“That sounds like Marsden. I’ll ask him in. That 
is, if you have no objection.” 

“Just as you like, I’m completely indifferent.” 

Rendell opened the door, but, finding that the 
maid who happened to be in the hall was about to 
respond to a knock, he said to her: 

“If that’s Mr. Marsden, show him in here, will 
you?” 

A moment afterwards Marsden appeared. He 
stood in the doorway, supported by crutches, gazing 
from one to the other in considerable perplexity. 

“You’re Vera Thornton,” he said at last. “I can 
understand your being here. But what on earth are 
you doing, Rendell— and whose room is this?” 

“Mine,” Rendell replied. “Let’s take those things, 
then you can sit down and have a cigarette.” 

Marsden allowed himself to be relieved of his 
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crutches, then sank into a chair and accepted the 
cigarette Rendell offered him. But during these 
operations his sharp little eyes did not cease to re- 
gard Rendell with a hint of disapproval. 

" Your room!” he exclaimed. “What the devil are 
you doing in this hole? Why, good God! they can’t 
even answer the door.” 

Rendell explained briefly the impulse which had 
prompted him to come to No. 77 the night before; 
the manner of his reception, and his sudden decision 
to take the room. In extenuation of his eccentricity 
in so doing, he pointed out to Marsden that his 
action was really no more than a sequel to their con- 
versation during dinner on the previous Sunday. 

He ended by saying: 

“The fact that I dragged you out in the fog to 
dine and talk about a man I don’t know was a pretty 
good indication that I was mentally and emotionally 
unemployed. Well, I still am. I had to clear out of 
the club: I came to inquire about Trent: I found 
this room vacant and I took it. It’s not really as 
odd as it sounds.” 

Marsden immediately asked a number of ques- 
tions— the answers to which only necessitated re- 
statements of the explanation already given. Rendell 
made them mechanically, while secretly trying to 
, determine whether or not to reveal to Marsden any 
of the strange information he had amassed during 
his brief residence at No. 77. 

. He had longer to ponder this problem than he 
could have anticipated, as Marsden suddenly trans- 
ferred his attention to Vera Thornton. Rendell, 
therefore, continued his private deliberations, but 
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even so, he did not fail to notice that Marsden 
possessed one manner for men and another for 
women. Vera Thornton’s presence transformed him. 
He spoke in a higher key, with great animation, re- 
ferred frequently to his literary activities, and 
generally represented his life as a brilliant and dash- 
ing alfair— which brought him into intimate contact 
with everyone and everything worth while. 

Rendell was amused, but grateful. He had time 
to reach a decision— subject to the answers to certain 
questions, which he now proceeded to ask. 

“Your plans haven’t changed, Marsden, I suppose? 
You’re going to be in town for some weeks?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“I only wondered. So you’ll be coming here to 
inquire about Trent pretty often, naturally.” 

“I shall be coming to see him. I’ve no doubt what- 
ever that he’s already asked for me, but they’re in 
such a muddle in this house that I’ve not been told.” 

Rendell hesitated. Marsden would be visiting the 
house frequently. He’d learn Trent’s secret from 
Captain Frazer or his wife. Well, then, he might as 
well tell him. 

“Yes, they’re very casual here,” he said lightly. 
“But I expect you’ve known the house and its ways 
for a long time.” 

“Do you mind telling me— exactly— what you’re 
talking about?” 

There was lofty patronage in Marsden’s tone. 
Although he addressed Rendell, he looked at Vera 
Thornton. 

“I said that I expect you’ve known the house, and 
its ways, for a long time,” Rendell repeated. “Not 
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a very surprising statement— as Trent has had rooms 
at the top of this house for the last ten years.” 

“Why, you must be — ” 

But Vera Thornton had risen and was staring at 
Rendell. 

“For the last ten years!” she exclaimed. 

“Yes— he’s written all his books here.” 

Marsden could restrain himself no longer. 

“My dear Rendell, I don’t want to be offensive, 
but you really are talking the most fantastic non- 
sense. Ivor Trent is an old friend of mine, a very 
old friend— as you know perfectly well— and I do 
really rather think I know something about his 
movements.” 

“Yes, I know you think you do,” Rendell replied 
curtly, “but the point is— you don’t.” 

“But, my good man ” 

“I’m not arguing, Marsden. Ask Captain Frazer, 
or his wife, if you don’t choose to believe me. You’ll 
find one or other of them downstairs.” 

“But he told me himself, only last week ” 

“That he was going abroad on Sunday to write his 
new book,” Rendell cut in. “I’m quite sure he did. 
He told his publisher and his agent just what he 
told you. Well, it was a lie.” 

“Look here!” Marsden shouted, “Trent’s a friend 
of mine and — ” 

“It was a lie,” Rendell interrupted. “He was 
coming here. Every two or three years he comes 
here, and stays here for months— writing. They ex- 
pected him to arrive about nine o’clock on Sunday 
night. He’d sent his luggage by taxi in advance. 
Well, he did arrive at about nine o’clock— and 
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collapsed directly the front door was opened. Now, 
those are facts— which you can confirm. And you 
can make what you can of them.” 

They stared at him in silence. Fully a minute 
passed, then Rendell went on: 

“I suggest you see Mrs. Frazer and cross-examine 
her yourself. You can see her here, if you like. I’m 
going for a walk and then I shall dine— and come 
back early. You’ll excuse my leaving you, but I’ve . 
had enough of Ivor Trent for one day.” 

He nodded to Marsden, bowed to Vera Thornton, 
then left them together. 


IX 

A surging wind which rose occasionally to a squall, 
hurtling drops of stinging rain, buffeted Rendell 
directly he left the house. He turned up the collar 
of his overcoat, then swung along, surrendering to 
the exaltation of physical exertion. Soon the rapid 
movement, the resistance of the wind— which 
attained almost gale intensity when he reached the 
Embankment— deprived him of all sense of identity. 
He ceased to be Rendell: he was a man fighting with 
the wind. 

The Embankment was deserted. A low-lying 
moon— now hidden, now revealed by routed 
battalions of flying clouds— intermittently illumin- 
ated the scene. Whirlwind confusion claimed every- 
thing. Leaves leapt fantastically upward; lights 
quivered; houses cowered back in the shadows. The 
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pulse of the sea raged in the turbulent river. 

Rendell battled on through the derisive fury of 
the wind for half an hour, then, encountering a 
sudden onslaught of icy hail, he turned and was 
blown back to Chelsea in ten minutes. 

He hurried into the first restaurant he found, 
which stood in a narrow street, a public garden 
being between it and the Embankment. He closed 
the door with difficulty, then looked round blinking 
—the sound of the wind in his ears, and the dark- 
ness of the night in his eyes. 

Gradually the room ceased to be a blur. Objects 
began to emerge. First, several black tables lit by 
candles in silver sticks, then a warm-coloured floor, 
and finally white walls on which hung various 
brass articles reflecting the candle-light. 

All the tables were occupied, but having caught 
a glimpse through a narrow archway at the back of 
the shadowy forms of other diners, he walked 
through the room— only to discover that the two or 
three tables at the rear were also occupied. Noticing, 
however, a corkscrew stairway leading to mysterious 
regions above, he mounted it— passing several 
candles, set in various nooks and crannies, each of 
which flickered wastefully in the draught. 

A smaller room containing little black tables 
awaited him. Bare boards emphasised the sound of 
every movement. The lower half of the walls was 
covered with dark woodwork, the upper half being 
whitewashed. A waiter in a white coat— of the type 
sometimes worn by dentists— was standing in a 
comer surveying the diners with an air of benevo- 
lent detachment. His head was tilted back, and his 
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tongue was making certain involved and highly 
technical explorations in the left region of his upper 
jaw. 

Rendell, having observed these details, and having 
detected a small table near the window, crossed to 
it, sat down, and picked up the menu. 

After an interval, the waiter strolled across, leaned 
lightly on the corner of the table, and studied the 
menu over Rendell’s head in a manner which sug- 
gested that he had never seen it before, would never 
see it again, and was anxious to memorise its details. 

“What’s the steak and kidney pie like?” Rendell 
asked. 

“I’d have it, if I were you. Tasty! Boiled and 
cabbage?” 

“All right— boiled and cabbage.” 

The waiter turned, gazed at the stormy scene from 
the window for some moments, then crossed the 
room, picked up a newspaper, glanced at it im- 
passively, and finally disappeared, rattling a pencil 
between his teeth. 

Rendell surveyed the room and its occupants. 
The latter consisted of couples, or studious-looking 
solitary young men with books propped up against 
the heavy candlesticks. A cultured calm lingered 
over everything. Rendell decided that he liked the 
place. If the food were as good as the atmosphere 
was unique, he had made a useful discovery. 

The food proved to be excellent, although the 
waiter placed it in front of him with an expression 
which implied that its appearance was a lucky 
fluke, and was by no means to be regarded as a 
precedent. 
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It is probable that if an incident had not 
occurred at this particular moment, Rendell would 
have engaged the waiter in conversation. His bony 
physiognomy, his rapt abstracted gaze, his attractive 
nonchalance which seemed to imply that his present 
activity, though temporary, was interesting— and that 
he derived deep inner satisfaction from witnessing 
its performance— all prompted Rendell to talk with 
him. But an incident prevented this. 

A remarkable-looking individual appeared at the 
top of the stairs, then stood motionless and subjected 
each table to a searching scrutiny. He wore a light, 
and very wet, fawn overcoat and held a drenched 
soft hat in his left hand. A strand of black straight 
hair had fallen across a high, narrow forehead. A 
small moustache, and a dank little beard, contrasted 
oddly with the frail feminine features. The bony 
shoulders, too, seemed disproportionately heavy for 
the slender body. Grey eyes looked penetratingly 
out of the hatchet-shaped face. 

His survey of the table continued with great 
deliberation. Rendell’s was the last to be reviewed. 
Consequently Rendell discovered that his features 
and general appearance were the subject of pro- 
found .consideration by an odd-looking individual 
who stood motionless the other side of the room. 
One glance at this person created a sensation of 
intense aversion in Rendell, and an angry hope that 
he would not occupy the empty chair at his table. 

The latter was destined to perish, for the un- 
known crossed the room with swift, long strides, 
halted opposite Rendell, and announced: 

“Your name is Rendell.” 
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Accepting the latter’s look of astonishment as 
assent, the new-comer removed his overcoat and 
handed it, with his hat, to the waiter, and then pro- 
ceeded to give him the most minute instructions as 
to the manner in which they were to be dried. 
Having specified the precise distance from the fire 
which they were to occupy, and the exact duration 
of their tenancy, he picked up the menu, tossed back 
his strand of errant hair, and studied the bill of fare 
with an absolute concentration. 

When a minute had passed, the waiter made a 
suggestion. 

The menu was immediately put down, the waiter 
regarded with passionless animosity, then this brief 
announcement was made: 

“I will choose.” 

Rendell was surprised to discover that there was 
nothing in the least amusing about all this. It was 
hard and repellent. The atmosphere of cold isola- 
tion which enveloped this man was definitely the 
reverse of amusing. Rendell began to study his 
appearance in greater detail. 

Everything about his clothes was incredibly neat. 
The fawn suit, the long-pointed soft collar, the dark 
tie, links— everything— suggested a deliberate choice 
—calculated to create a certain general effect. He 
looked like a fastidious student. He was probably 
about thirty. 

Rendell’s aversion increased. The narrow face 
with its dark pointed beard; the mauve vein clearly 
discernible on each temple; the slender hands with 
their tapering fingers, and, chiefly, the glacial aura 
which invested him, all contributed to foster 
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Rendell’s dislike. Also he objected to a mole on his 
right eyebrow— which he had just detected. 

At last an order was given to the waiter. It con- 
sisted of eggs. Minute directions as to their prepara- 
tion followed, and the waiter was not permitted to 
withdraw until his repetition of his instructions was 
correct to the last detail. 

“My name is Denis Wrayburn.” 

The very articulate pedantic tone increased 
Rendell’s irritability. 

“I don’t know that I’m particularly interested,” 
he began, then broke off in obedience to a quick 
gesture from Wrayburn. 

“Would you mind having this chair? It’s in a 
draught.” A pause. Then Wrayburn added, stab- 
bing his right forefinger towards Rendell: “Say if 
you do mind, of course.” 

To Rendell’s great astonishment, he rose, pushed 
his plate, etc., across the table, then seated himself 
in the draught Wrayburn had vacated. 

“I have just come from 77, Potiphar Street,” he 
announced, pausing between each word as if to sug- 
gest that every action of his had a special significance. 

“From Potiphar Street!” 

“To look for you. No— please!” A restraining 
hand was raised. "Let me explain. It will be 
quicker. I found there two extremely stupid 
persons: Peter Marsden and Vera Thornton. Both 
excited, both incoherent. By cross-examination I 
elicited that they were in your room, and that their 
information concerning Trent had come from you. 
They said you were dining out and returning early. 
I knew, therefore, that you would dine locally. I 
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made them describe you, and then I came here.” 

“And why did you imagine I should be here?” 

“They said you were going for a walk. In Chelsea, 
that usually means the Embankment. Anyway, does 
it matter? You are Rendell, and I have found you.” 

The coolness with which it was assumed that 
Rendell would not resent this intrusion lacked in- 
solence, for it was absolute. Rendell was annoyed 
at not being irritated. 

“I have not come to chatter,” Wraybum went on. 
“I’m not in the least interested in the fact that 
Trent’s had rooms in that house for years without 
telling his friends. I leave that to Peter and Vera 
to discuss.” He used their Christian names with 
withering emphasis. “I’ve come here to see just what 
sort of a person you are.” 

“Well, that’s very thoughtful. I’m ” 

But as Wrayburn actually writhed at such a 
commonplace attempt at satire, Rendell broke off, 
feeling a trifle stupid— greatly to his secret irritation. 

Nevertheless, he looked sharply at Wraybum, 
seeking legitimate fuel for his anger— and finding it. 
Wrayburn’s attitude was offensive. He sat very up- 
right; and, although his glance met Rendell’s, his 
head was slightly averted. The effect was inquisi- 
torial and Rendell resented it. 

“If you would rather be alone,” Wraybum said 
slowly, emphasising each word, “say so now. Per- 
sonally, I doubt it. You think you’re a lonely 
person.” 

Rendell did not reply immediately. Wraybum’s 
remark showed clearly that he was determined to 
define their relations from the outset. He would 
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sever them— or dominate them. It was for Rendell 
to choose, once and finally. And the latter was too 
interested in this odd individual to dismiss him. 

“You said I was a lonely person, I suppose, be- 
cause Marsden told you so.” 

“He did not tell me so. He told me that you had 
taken a room at No. 77 on impulse— although you 
do not know Trent. Well, that is the sort of thing 
a person does who thinks he is lonely. That is, of 
course, if he can afford it— which you can.” 

“I see. You’re an expert in loneliness. Is that it?” 

A flush passed over Wrayburn’s features. It came 
—and went— instantly. His voice was even more con- 
trolled and even more pedantic when he replied: 

“I am an expert in detecting people who think 
they are lonely. One momentl Here are my eggs.” 

A scrutiny of them, and a cross-examination of 
the waiter, followed. Then Wrayburn began to eat 
—in the manner of one performing an occult rite. 
Several minutes passed in silence. Eventually 
Rendell realised that Wrayburn had not the 
slightest intention of resuming conversation till he 
had finished. 

He glanced at him again, though inwardly 
ashamed of the interest this odd person had created 
in him. Rendell had been to a lot of places and 
met numbers of people, but nowhere had he en- 
countered anyone in the least like Wrayburn. Of 
that he was certain. Appearance, speech, personality 
—all were unique. Nevertheless, he disliked him, 
and felt uneasy in his presence. 

To divert his thoughts, he looked out of the 
window. Through the rocking boughs of half-naked 
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trees he caught a glimpse of the turbulent river. 
The moon was obscured, so all was darkness, except 
for a few street lights— and a lurid glow on the water 
which was the reflection of an advertisement in 
letters of crimson fire that adorned a building on 
the south side of the river. The wind still raged 
and— with increasing frequency— great train-drops 
lashed the window-pane. 

“I have finished eating.” 

The statement made Rendell start like a guilty 
schoolboy. He endeavoured to retrieve his dignity 
by offering Wrayburn a cigarette. 

It was refused with a lightning flick of the hand. 

Rendell lit his cigarette then decided to assert 
himself. It was absurd to surrender to this stick of 
a man whom he could kill with one hand. 

“How long have you known Trent?” he de- 
manded. 

“I have known him five years. Why?” 

“Because I wanted to know,” Rendell replied 
brusquely. "Do you know any of his friends?” 

“I have told you that I know Peter and Vera,” 
Wrayburn pointed out coldly. “I know others, of 
course. Why?” 

“Well, damn it,” Rendell exploded, “you came 
here to talk about Trent, didn’t you?” 

Wrayburn leaned forward, then, placing his elbow 
on the table and stabbing his left forefinger at 
Rendell, demanded: 

“Do you really consider such questions and 
answers as talking about a man? Do you really? 
That’s interesting, extremely interesting.” 

He regarded Rendell with genuine curiosity as if 
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he were a species of half-wit hitherto unencountered. 

“Do you mind,’’ he went on, “if I prove that such 
questions are meaningless? Do say, if you do mind. 
I shall not be offended.” 

“Well, go on,” said Rendell gruffly. 

“You asked how long I had known Trent.” Again 
the emphasis with withering. “And I replied: five 
years. If you’d asked Marsden the same question, 
and he had told you that he had known Trent for 
twenty years, would you have assumed that he knew 
him four times as well as I do? If not, I do not see 
the significance of the question.” 

Rendell felt there was an answer, but, as he 
couldn’t discover it, he felt a trifle stupid. 

“Do you think,” Wrayburn went on— stroking his 
little beard as if to convince himself of its existence 
—“as a favour to me, you could avoid cliche re- 
marks? Do you think you could?” he repeated, in 
the tone of an icy governess trying to coax a dull 
child into intelligence. 

Rendell blew out a cloud of tobacco smoke. 

“Perhaps it would be safer if I listened to you,” 
he announced grimly. “That would settle it.” 

“That’s an intelligent suggestion. But— just one 
minute!” 

He extended his arm and, without turning his 
head, began to snap his fingers to attract the waiter’s 
attention. As the snaps sounded like revolver-shots, 
he was soon successful. 

Wrayburn held out a neat wrist-watch for the 
waiter’s inspection, then tapped it with a finger-nail. 

“It’s time for my coat and hat to be removed 
further from the fire. Not nearer to it— further from 



AT 77 POTIPHAR STREET 89 

it. You understand that? And in five minutes — five 
minutes— I want some weak China tea.” 

The waiter vanished. 

“I want to know one thing,” Rendell demanded, 
with a rising note in his voice, “do you invariably 
address people as i£ they were idiots?” 

“Habitually— until they've submitted definite 
evidence to the contrary.” 

“I see. I only wanted to know.” 

Wrayburn ignored this comment so completely 
that Rendell felt he had not made it. 

But it was evident that Wrayburn was pondering 
a problem. His glance was fixed on Rendell, his 
thin lips were pursed, and he drummed lightly on 
the table with his fingers. 

“Yes, I think so,” he said slowly. “I think this 
will convince you how stupid it is to ask a person 
how long he has known someone. Now, I have only 
just met you. An hour ago I did not know that you 
existed. Do you accept those statements as facts?” 

“Certainly,” Rendell replied, “I’ve every reason 
to believe they are facts.” 

“Excellent. I now propose to tell you what I 
make of you — having just met you. Then you can 
compare it with the knowledge of someone who has 
known you for years.” 

Rendell put his cigarette out and lit another. 
He did not anticipate Wrayburn’s psychological 
diagnosis with equanimity. 

“To begin with,” Wrayburn said quickly, as if 
to have done with a platitude, “you are a natural 
man who has reached a state of considerable muddle 
and ” 
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“But, look here ” 

“One moment!” Wrayburn’s hand shot up in 
protest. “Do you propose to interrupt ? Just say, if 
so— then I can adapt myself.” 

“I confess I rather wanted your definition of a 
natural man.” 

Wrayburn regarded him in a manner which soon 
convinced Rendell that he had sunk to the status 
of a quarter-wit, in his companion's estimation. 

“I see how it is,” the latter said to himself medita- 
tively. “Only facts, I think— just simple obvious 
facts.” Then, abandoning soliloquy, he turned to 
Rendell and said clearly and rapidly: 

“You are about forty. You know your world well. 
You always knew what you wanted, and had the 
requisite ability to get it. You've travelled a lot— 
obviously. You've been in difficult situations, have 
had to handle men— and you have been successful 
because your instinct is more developed than your 
intelligence. You might belong to one of several 
activities. You might be, for example, the South 
American manager of a big exporting firm. You 
might be a mining engineer. Or, just conceivably, 
an explorer.” 

Wrayburn broke off. Again he extended his 
arm, and began to snap his fingers to summon the 
waiter. 

“My weak China tea,” he demanded, when that 
individual appeared, without glancing at him. 

“Things went on pretty well with you till a few 
years ago, I imagine,” Wrayburn continued in the 
maimer of a lecturer. “Then you probably fell in 
love and it wasn’t wholly successful.” 



AT 77 POTIPHAR STREET 91 

“I married three years ago and— two years later— 
my wife died,” Rendell said simply. 

“I felt it wasn’t wholly successful. Just one 
minute!” 

The tea had arrived. It was inspected minutely— 
and eventually accepted. 

“Since then,” Wrayburn continued, as if no inter- 
ruption had occurred, “you’ve found yourself in a 
world of which you know nothing— the interior 
world. You were only familiar with the external 
one.” A pause, then he added: “Mr. Peter Marsden 
told me that a book of Trent’s had interested 
you. That fact, and your going to Number 77, and 
your appearance makes what I’ve told you very 
obvious.” 

Rendell put his cigarette in the ash-tray, then 
stared uneasily at his companion. Wraybum’s 
analysis compelled respect. 

“Look here,” he said at last, “I may as well 
admit ” 

But Wrayburn waved him into silence. 

“Confirmation is of no interest. It’s all very 
obvious— and rather tedious. I merely wanted to 
demonstrate that how long one person has known 
another is not remotely to do with anything. That 
had to be established before we could discuss Trent 
productively.” 

Rendell realised that he must surrender all hope 
of gaining the initiative in this conversation unless 
he could produce an analysis of Wrayburn as pene- 
trating as the one just delivered by that psychologist. 
Recognising his inability, he said slowly: 

“Couldn’t say much about you, I’m afraid. 
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Nothing positive, anyway. I could only say what 
you’re not ? 

“That’s intelligent— quite intelligent,” Wrayburn 
replied, a sudden flush invading his countenance and 
vanishing instantly. “Just one minute! This tea is 
not right.” 

“Have some black coffee?” 

“If I had one cup of black coffee, my good man, 
I should suffer certain peculiar physical disabilities 
for a fairly extensive period.” 

He had the tea removed, then, having asked 
Rendell, who was about to light another cigarette, 
whether this was an essential proceeding on his part 
and, if not, whether he would refrain— he proceeded 
to give a brief account of himself, which was a 
miracle of lucidity and detachment. 

Wrayburn did not remember his parents, did not 
admit the existence of relatives, had no money, but 
had, nevertheless, acquired an extensive education 
by means of scholarships, and a clairvoyant faculty 
for detecting anything that was going for nothing. 
On coming down from Cambridge, this faculty— and 
a gift for organisation— had enabled him to make 
what he referred to as a “tight-rope” living in a series 
of miscellaneous activities. He had served as a 
courier to a rich American family. He had been a 
lecturer, an interpreter, a translator, and a reviewer. 
He had travelled as a tutor with several distin- 
guished families. He had catalogued private 
libraries, organised a medical conference, and 
generally held a bewildering number of appoint- 
ments— all of a transitory nature. 

Rendell watched him as he listened, amazed at 
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the will of this fragile-looking man who narrated his 
experiences with the detachment of an onlooker. 
There was heroism and pathos in this creature pit- 
ting himself against the world and wresting from it 
a precarious and solitary existence. For Rendell was 
convinced that Wraybum was solitary, although it 
transpired that he had numerous acquaintances. 
Also, it was very obvious that, physically, Wraybum 
lived on the frontier of life. His references to his 
health, and to the many and involved precautions 
necessary “to enable him to function,” were too 
numerous and detailed to leave a remnant of doubt. 
Finally, Rendell decided that only his eyes were 
alive, but in them shone the light of a cold im- 
placable will. He had no illusions about himself, 
and none concerning the world outside him. 

“I am a completely negative and wholly con- 
scious person,” he announced in conclusion, his 
right hand coaxing his beard to its maximum 
dimension. “I am outside life as it is lived. I know 
it. I accept it. People like me have to come to terms 
with actuality, once and finally. I have looked at 
life through the dirty windows of innumerable bed- 
sitting-rooms in many cities. My destiny is to 
observe. That’s why your appearance told me a 
good deal.” 

“Told you a damned lot, in my opinion,” Rendell 
admitted grudgingly. 

Wraybum regarded him intently. 

“And— be frank, you understand— do you mean 
that my appearance doesn’t tell you a good deal?” 

“No, not particularly. Of course ” 

But Wraybum leaned towards him, then asked 
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quickly, indicating his clothes with a swift gesture: 

“This suit— for instance— tie, shirt, and so on. 
Wouldn’t you guess, from their general neatness and 
all that— that this rig-out is the only one I possess? 
Wouldn’t you— wouldn’t you?” he asked, with light- 
ning rapidity, the sudden flush invading his features 
and vanishing instantly. “You wouldn’t! Really! 
If you happened to notice me in the street, you’d 
think— would you?— that I was more or less a normal 
person? Would you? Say if you wouldn’t.” 

“Yes, of course,” Rendell lied. “Why not?” 

“That’s all right, then. I only wanted to know. 
So, if you saw me in the street, you’d think— there’s 
a student, rather a neat student. You would? That’s 
all right then.” 

Rendell moved uneasily. Wraybum was regard- 
ing him intently, although his right hand continued 
to supplicate his beard to greater endeavours. As 
Rendell saw it, this desire to be regarded as normal 
was significant. And it was pathetic. 

Wrayburn made a swift motion of his hand, which 
was his method of indicating that another phase of 
their conversation had come to an end. Then he 
glanced at his watch. 

“It’s still early, but, nevertheless, I propose to go 
now. I am not very well. It’s nothing. I know 
exactly how to deal with it. But, still, I think I shall 
go. I will meet you to discuss Trent shortly. Just 
one minute! I must think which day will suit me.” 

He withdrew into himself and remained motion- 
less for some moments with closed eyes. 

* Next Sunday. No! next Monday. After dinner. 
It will probably be wet, so you had better come to 
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my room. I am at 4, Waldegrave Road, Fulham— 
for the minute. No, don’t remember it— write it 
down. Here’s a pencil and a piece of paper.” 

Rendell wrote it down. 

Again Wraybum’s fingers snapped like revolver- 
shots— till the waiter brought his coat and hat. He 
made entirely certain that they were dry, then put 
on his overcoat, refusing the waiter’s proffered 
assistance. 

“Now, sir!” the latter exclaimed genially, turning 
to Rendell, who was waiting for his bill. “What 
shall we say? Three bob?” 

“Very well,” Rendell replied. “Three bob.” 

He gave the man three shillings and sixpence. 

“I thank you. And now, you, sir ” the waiter 

went on. “Your bill is — ” 

“One and ninepence,” Wrayburn interrupted in 
a tone of finality. “I did not have that extra pat 
of butter.” 

He gave the man one and elevenpence. Directly 
the waiter had retired, he turned to Rendell and 
said. 

“Your bill was three shillings. Did you give the 
waiter sixpence?” 

“I did. Why?” 

“Fourpence would have been rather more than 
ten per cent. It’s people like you who spoil waiters 
for people like me.” 

Rendell pondered this statement as he followed 
Wrayburn down the corkscrew stairway. 

When they reached the pavement they discovered 
that it was raining heavily. 

By a miracle, there was a taxi on the rank 
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opposite. Rendell hailed it, then said to Wraybum: 
“Could I take you as far as — ” 

“Jump in, jump in!” the latter exclaimed. “I’m 
getting wet.” 

Rendell got in, then heard Wraybum say to the 
driver in a tone of icy exactitude: 

“Go, first, to 4, Waldegrave Road, Fulham. Then 
take this gentleman on to 77, Potiphar Street.” 


X 

During the next few days Rendell made the 
commonplace discovery that until events cease to 
present themselves in a never-ending sequence, 
leisure is lacking for an analysis of the more im- 
portant of them. Thus, although he made several 
appointments with himself— at which he proposed 
to review his conversations with Rosalie Vivian, 
Vera Thornton, and Denis Wrayburn— he kept 
none of them owing to new and unanticipated 
demands on his time and curiosity. 

The first of these was the discovery of the extra- 
ordinary relations existing between Captain Frazer 
and his wife. Soon after his arrival, Rendell had 
realised that these were far from normal, but their 
actual complexity was not revealed till the morning 
following his conversation with Wraybum. 

The manner of their revelation was somewhat 
dramatic, for Captain Frazer— having had a bitter 
dispute with his wife during breakfast— burst into 
■Rendell’s room at an early hour and straightway 
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preceded to narrate the long history of his wrongs 
with hysterical vehemence. 

When Rendell could obtain a hearing, he 
attempted to suggest that possibly Mrs. Frazer 
would object to the discussion of these intimate 
details with a stranger. But he got no further, as 
Frazer exclaimed: 

“Never mind about her. She’s all right. She's 
gone to the shops. Yes, Captain Frazer’s wife has 
gone to the shops— to haggle with tradespeople, or 
to cajole them to wait a little longer for their 
damned moneyl She’s not got the pride of a rati 
You’re not married, I take it? Well, don’t you 
marry out of your class. I did, and it’s dragged me 
down to this— to this!” 

Quivering with indignation, he took a cigarette 
from Rendell’s case, which was open on the table. 

“But I’ll tell you something,” he raced on, 
coming nearer to Rendell and speaking in a signifi- 
cant whisper, “this show of hers will go bust soon— 
and a blasted good job too! The sooner the better!” 

Rendell said nothing. Frazer’s exaltation at the 
imminence of an event which would involve his 
own destitution could only be witnessed in silent 
astonishment. 

“She lies — do you know that? Take the lodgers 
here— will she admit the facts about them? -Not 
she!” He laughed unpleasantly. “What about the 
woman in the room upstairs? Says she’s a palmist 
and a clairvoyante. I ask you! Four or five men 
come very regularly to have their fortunes told. 
They must know them by heart. But she believes 
the woman’s a palmist. Shall I tell you why?” 
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Rendell remained silent, so Frazer went on: 

“Because she’s about the only one who pays her 
rent regularly. That’s why. There’s sickening 
stinking humbug for you!” 

But Rendell had had enough. 

“Look here, Frazer,” he said curtly, “I’m not too 
keen on discussing people in their absence ” 

“I bet she discussed me in my absence! I bet she 
asked you not to pay your rent to me, or to lend 
me money. Yes or no?” 

“Yes. And I said I wouldn’t.” 

“I don’t want any money out of this hole— and 
she knows it. I left here once— and I’ll go again 
before long. I’ve some irons in the fire that would 
surprise Mrs. Basement.” 

Frazer paused, in order to allow Rendell time to 
appreciate that Mrs. Basement was a synonym for 
Mrs. Frazer, then he went on: 

“I’ve friends— business deals— size knows nothing 
about. She thinks I’m a fixture here. I’ll show her 
how much of a fixture I am before she’s very much 
older.” 

“You left here once?” Rendell asked, curiosity 
overmastering him. 

Frazer gave a shrill laugh. 

“Yes I did! Well, when I say I left, it was more 
amusing than that. Here!” he exclaimed, seizing 
Rendell’s arm. “Come downstairs. I’ll show you 
something. You’ve time, I take it?” 

Rendell allowed himself to be piloted down the 
basement stairs. Eventually he was ushered into a 
small square room which looked out on to a 
neglected backyard. 
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“My study,” Frazer announced. 

Rendell looked round with some curiosity. 

In a prominent position over the mantelpiece 
hung Frazer’s commission in a narrow black frame. 
Suspended above it was a sword. A case containing 
three medals stood in the centre of a small table 
near the window. The walls were almost hidden by 
huge photographs of regimental groups— and nearly 
a dozen others, depicting a uniformed Frazer in a 
series of martial attitudes, his hand on his sword. 
Festooned round several of the frames were the 
dust-laden scarlet poppies of many Armistice Days. 

The solitary chair the room contained was in the 
corner furthest from the fire, but at an angle from 
which a comprehensive view of these trophies was 
obtainable. 

Frazer stood like a sentinel while Rendell 
examined these witnesses to his former glory. 

“This is what I was. And you can see what I am 
—thanks to Mrs. Basement.” 

Rendell began to ponder the precise extent to 
which Mrs. Frazer could be regarded as responsible 
for the world war, when his speculations were inter- 
rupted by Frazer announcing: 

“We’ll go back to your room now. No objection, 
I take it. She may come back any minute. Not that 
she ever comes in here. I won’t allow that.” 

When they had returned to his room, Rendell 
reminded the Captain that he had not revealed the 
circumstances in which he had left No. 77. 

“I didn’t leave— actually,” Frazer cut in. “It was 
a trifle more subtle than that. I was left a little 
money a year or so ago. Not much, you understand. 
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Well, I took a room here— and paid for it. And I 
insisted on being properly looked after. There was 
no doubt about that. They knew they had an ex- 
officer for a lodger, I can tell you.” 

Rendell stared so long at the gaunt emaciated 
figure that Frazer’s right eye suddenly began to pro- 
duce a series of winks with bewildering rapidity. 

“But next time,” he shouted, “next time I’m 
clearing out— and for good. Stay here with these 
nobodies for the rest of my lifel Never— never! And 
I’ll tell you something else. She won’t, but I will. 
What about the great Mr. Trent, eh? What about 
him?” 

“I don’t follow you,” Rendell replied truthfully. 

“Don’t you?” He came nearer Rendell, his face 
distorted by a leer. “Comes here to write his books— 
that’s what you’re told, aren’t you?” 

“That’s what you told me.” 

“Bah!— only quoting her. She pretends to believe 
it. If it’s true, you tell me this— why did none of 
his friends know he was here? Marsden didn’t. I 
talked to him last night. He wouldn’t believe that 
Trent had had rooms here for years. Neither would 
the woman who was with him, Vera Thornton. 
Fine woman that, by the way. Plenty of her— not 
one of these boys in skirts like most women are now- 
adays. Well, neither of them would believe it about 
Trent. They went to dine together to discuss it.” 

“And what is your explanation?” Rendell asked 
with simulated interest, for, actually, he was thank- 
ing destiny that Frazer had not interviewed Rosalie 
Vivian and knew nothing about her. 

“Explanation! Obvious, my good sir. He used 
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this house for his filthy affairs. There’s a woman, 
an artist’s model, who stays here sometimes, who 
knows more than she’ll say. A red-haired beauty, 
who hasn’t a farthing. But that’s by the way. That’s 
why Mr. Trent had those rooms all these years. 
And that Bible-punching wife of mine knows it. 
That’s why our Mr. Trent bribed her by lending 
her money to keep the damned place going. 
Why ” 

Frazer broke off abruptly. He was standing by 
the window. 

“There she is! Mrs. Basement must have for- 
gotten something. Bah! She looks like a servant. 
I’m getting out of this. I can’t stand it for another 
second!” 

He disappeared, and almost immediately the 
front door banged. But as, a moment later, Mrs. 
Frazer knocked on Rendell’s door, it is probable 
that she had guessed the nature of her husband’s 
activities during her absence. 

“Come in,” Rendell cried in response to the 
knock. “Oh, it’s you, Mrs. Frazer. I ” 

“He’s not been troubling you, has he?” she asked 
tonelessly. 

“Yes. He’s been in here.” 

“Did he show you his room?” 

“He did.” 

“I thought so. Always shows someone his room; 
after we’ve had a row.” 

She stood motionless, holding a heavily-laden 
shopping basket with both hands. 

“Did he mention Mr. Trent?” 

“Yes, I’m afraid he did.” 
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“Ah well!” 

She put the basket on the floor with a weary move- 
ment. 

“He’s going to make trouble,” she added. 

“You mean that he’s discovered that Mr. Trent’s 
friends did not know he had rooms here, and — ” 
Rendell hesitated 

“Yes, that’s what’s worrying me. He loves to think 
the worst. And he’ll borrow money, if he can, from 
the people who call to inquire. He had some from 
Mr. Marsden last night.” 

Rendell turned a laugh into a cough, then said 
sympathetically: 

“I’m afraid he gives you plenty to worry about.” 

“Worry!” 

And then, mechanically and in a drab tone, she 
enumerated certain of the more quotable of her 
husband’s activities. Rendell learned that, should a 
prospective lodger call when his wife was out, he 
would give him or her instant possession of a vacant 
room, providing something was paid there and then 
to him on account. Also, ignoring her entreaties, 
he would collect a part of the rent from the less 
reputable lodgers, giving a receipt for the whole of 
it. In addition, if a bottle of whisky was left out in 
any of the rooms, the Captain would help himself 
frequently and with liberality. And, finally, that in 
a number of ways— some of which Mrs. Frazer pre- 
ferred not to mention— he conducted underground 
warfare against her, and the lodgers who were loyal 
to her, ceaselessly and with great cunning. 

When she had finished, Rendell turned to her 
and said emphatically: 
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“Now, you listen to me, Mrs. Frazer. If you drift 
on like this, he'll bring you and himself to the 
gutter. Why don't you allow him thirty shillings a 
week on the express condition that he gets out— 
and stays out." 

There was a long silence. Then, slowly, she raised 
her eyes till her glance met his. It told him that 
she loved her wreck of a husband. 

“Good God," he said softly, “good God." 

Then, fearing he might have embarrassed her, he 
added with an attempt at jocularity: 

“Well, it's fortunate you haven't any children." 

“I have one," she replied enigmatically, then 
picked up the heavy basket and went slowly out of 
the room. . . . 

As a result of these disclosures, and a long con- 
versation with the servant, Mary, which occurred 
soon after Mrs. Frazer had left him, Rendell gained 
an accurate knowledge of No. 77 and its lodgers. 

Briefly summarised, he learned that the house 
contained a fixed and a floating population and that, 
roughly, the fixed were Mrs. Frazer's allies, and the 
floating were the Captain's. The term, fixed, was 
a relative one, however, as it was conferred on any- 
one who had been in the house for three* months 
and had no immediate intention of departing. But 
this stable element was in the minority— and 
whether or not the palmist and clairvoyante was 
to be numbered among its members was a problem 
which would have extended a subtler brain than 
Rendell's. 

But one thing was definite. Respectability had 
only two representatives. One was a withered old 
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lady, who spoke to no one and lived with a cat in 
a small room on the second floor. The other was 
a faded and angular Civil Servant of about fifty, 
who was nicknamed Clockwork Charlie, owing to 
the regularity of his daily departures and returns. 

Another member of the fixed population was a 
woman gossip writer employed by a pictorial daily 
paper, who went to bed one night in seven, and 
lived exclusively on tinned food. She was as thin 
as a fountain-pen, but had sharply-cut remarkable 
features and fiercely intelligent grey eyes. It was 
whispered that she was of a good family, and that 
her journalistic activities were the spoils of a battle 
for independence which she had waged and won in 
the study of a mellow parsonage in the west of 
England. Probably this was a fact, for she possessed 
one of those upper-class voices which charm and 
madden simultaneously. You heard it long after 
she had ceased to speak. It was incisive, authorita- 
tive, cultured, and triumphant over all competitors. 
It was heard frequently, for she had a telephone 
in her room. When she was not in, the bell rang 
out, hour after hour. When she was in, the voice 
rang out, hour after hour. She went everywhere, 
interviewed everyone who came into the news, 
“covered” every social function— and got thinner 
and thinner, and more an<J more vital, as a result 
of this whirlwind existence. She was killing herself, 
and no one dared tell her so. Somehow, she com- 
pelled admiration and affection. That she belonged 
wholly to her job was evidenced by the fact that she 
cried if her “copy” was altered. 

The room opposite hers was occupied by a young 
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man of about twenty-three* He was remarkably 
handsome in a dashing rather desperate way, but 
had two peculiarities not wholly desirable in a 
lodging-house. One was that he was unable to re- 
main motionless for a moment: the other was that 
he could not endure a second’s silence. He shaved 
to the strains of “Hold Me— Never Let Me Go,” 
emitted by an unusually powerful gramophone- It, 
or the wireless, performed whenever he was in his 
room. So you always knew. 

He had a host of men and women friends— mostly 
long and thin, and with very definite voices. Rakish 
cars, laden with a selection of them, often drew up 
outside No. 77 and hooted— and continued to hoot 
—till he appeared. He returned usually at three in 
the morning. If alone, he leaped up the stairs 
whistling. If with others, the cavalcade would 
ascend, frequently pausing for one, or other, or all, 
to emit certain very definite statements in very 
definite voices. On reaching his room, when alone, 
the gramophone would immediately begin to func- 
tion— a cushion having been placed upon it, since 
the young man held the theory that this device made 
the instrument wholly inaudible to others, while 
permitting him to hear it in all its accustomed 
power. 

In due course, Rendell was interested to ascertain 
that this young man was regarded by his fellow 
lodgers as a student. 

The student was on the friendliest terms with the 
lady journalist. Frequently, while he was dressing 
for dinner and she was opening tins— banging them 
on the floor to expedite the operation— they would 
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shout the liveliest comments to one another, pepper- 
ing their remarks with the most intimate details con- 
cerning the lives of well-known persons— in a 
manner that was instructive and stimulating to less 
well-informed people. 

The floating population was drab by comparison 
with these vivid personalities, but, if it lacked 
colour, it possessed mystery. Its members consisted 
of men who were either nondescript or sinister- 
looking, and whose activities could not be imagined. 
Their stay was short and their departure usually 
abrupt. They never paid their rent when it was 
due, never paid it in full, and rarely paid it at all. 
They were always in their rooms— or never in them. 
They seldom received letters, but had interminable 
conversations on the telephone at the back of the 
hall, to which one could listen for half an hour 
without deriving any clear conception as to their 
purport. This floating population was either ex- 
tremely active, or lacked occupation— and one or 
two of its members only went out by night. 

Rendell obtained this graphic account of the 
lodgers from the servant, Mary, whose faculty for 
observation impressed him by its breadth and pene- 
tration. Subsequent experience only confirmed the 
facts as narrated by her. Nevertheless, two minor 
problems, and a major one, presented themselves 
to Rendell. Why did the withered old lady with 
the cat, and the faded angular Civil Servant, live 
in such surroundings? These were the minor 
problems, but Mary solved them instantly by ex- 
plaining that the old lady could hear nothing, and 
thjat the Civil Servant loved noise. “He’d be lonely 



AT 77 POTIPHAR STREET 107 

without it,” she added disparagingly. 

The major problem was Ivor Trent’s presence in 
such a house— but Rendell did not mention this to 
Mary. He gave her five shillings, however, thereby 
obtaining the first claim on her services. 

Soon after his conversation with her, Rendell 
went to luncheon, returning at about three o’clock. 
He encountered Captain Frazer in the hall, who 
made it clear in a number of staccato sentences that 
in future he would deal with inquirers about Trent. 
He implied that his object in so doing was to spare 
Rendell the irritation of continual interruptions, 
but the latter was not deceived. Frazer’s curiosity 
had been quickened by the discovery that Marsden 
did not know that Trent had had rooms in the 
house for years, and the Captain was now deter- 
mined to ascertain whether all Trent’s friends were 
equally ignorant. Their brief conversation revealed 
to Rendell that Frazer had always disliked Trent 
and was jealous of him, and that therefore any 
circumstances unfavourable to him gave Frazer an 
underground satisfaction. 

But the number of callers diminished rapidly. 
Every post brought a pile of letters for Trent, but 
callers at No. 77 became less and less, greatly to 
Frazer’s annoyance. 

In fact that afternoon only Marsden appeared. 
He arrived at about five o’clock, brushed Frazer 
aside, and made his way to Rendell’s room in a 
state of considerable excitement. 

After the briefest of greetings, and with no refer- 
ence to the manner in which he had contradicted 
Rendell’s statements the evening before— statements 
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which Marsden’s subsequent inquiries had estab- 
lished as facts— he shot a number of questions at 
Rendell with great volubility. 

“Well, what do you think about all this? Is he 
better? Have you talked to any of the people who 
have called to inquire? Has he asked to see me? 
I’ve been thinking about this all day and can make 
nothing of it. I resent his deceiving me. I tell you 
that— flat! There’s a mystery behind all this, and I 
doubt if it’s a pleasant one.” 

“And I’ll tell you something else too,” Marsden 
raced on, as Rendell remained silent, “I dined with 
Vera Thornton last night. She’s known Trent 
about three years and saw a lot of him till just 
recently. Well, she knew nothing about his being 
here. But that’s not the point. Trent never told 
me how well he knew her, although I met her once 
at his flat.” 

“Why the devil should he?” Rendell asked mildly. 

“Because I’m an old friend of his. That’s why. 
You seem to forget that he and I have been friends 
for years.” 

“I’ve not forgotten,” Rendell said slowly, “that 
you told me last Sunday that you didn’t know much 
about him.” 

“Damn what I said last Sunday. The night before 
I’d had a talk with that Denis Wrayburn, and he’d 
muddled me. Incidentally, I loathe and detest 
Wrayburn more than anyone I’ve ever met.” 

“Is that why you described me to him, told him 
nay movements, and then let him go to look for 
me?” 

<f Yes, it was— if you want to know.” 
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“I did want to know, that’s why I asked the ques- 
tion.” 

“Wanted to see what you’d make of him,” Mars- 
den said quickly. “Did he find you?” 

“He did, and we dined together.” 

“Well, and what did you make of him? Had he a 
theory about Trent being here? He’s a theory about 
most things.” 

“He wasn’t in the least interested.” 

Marsden gave an indignant shout. 

“He wouldn’t be! He’s an inhuman icy little 
egotist! God! I can’t stand him! Sometimes he im- 
presses you when you’re with him, but— later— you 
find that everything he said was pretentious rubbish. 
Vera loathes him. You did too. I’ll bet.” 

Rendell hesitated. 

“I’d find it difficult to say just what I do think 
of him,” he said at last. “But he’s not a negligible 
person.” 

“Oh well, never mind him! Look here— I may 
as well tell you everything— though this is between 
ourselves, mind! I like Vera. I like her a lot after 
our talk last night. But I’ve made a discovery about 
her.” 

“And what’s that?” Rendell asked, as Marsden 
suddenly became silent. 

“She’s afraid of something. I’m certain of it. And 
I believe it’s something to do with Trent. Of course 
I may be wrong, but she seemed odd. And— 
and — ” 

Again Marsden broke off, but almost immediately 
he went on: 

“Well— this really is between ourselves, mind!— 
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.she wanted to come back here at ten o’clock to see 
if Trent was quieter. That struck me as damned 
peculiar. Why, we didn’t leave this place till after 
sevenl Also, from something she said I gathered 
that she didn’t think Trent had many women 
friends— lot of acquaintances, of course, but not 
many women friends. And she seemed damned 
anxious to know just what sort of a person you 
were.” 

“Did you enlighten her?” 

“I told her that you were a well-known consulting 
mining engineer, who’d been all over the place, and 
made a good deal of money. And I explained that, 
till last Sunday, I hadn’t seen you for years. But 
what the hell did she want to know about you 
for?” 

“All very mysterious, Marsden, I agree.” 

“Anyway, she’s very intelligent. She knows several 
languages and has a job in the foreign department 
of a bank. Did you know? And she reads a lot. She 
knew my work quite well. She really is very intelli- 
gent-attractive too. I’m seeing her again to- 
morrow. In fact, I mean to see her pretty often.” 

A long silence, then Marsden suddenly ex- 
claimed: 

“Look here, Rendell! I’d like to ask you a 
straight question.” 

“Go right ahead.” 

“Do you know Trent?” 

“No.” 

“Never seen him?” 

“No.” 

Marsden hesitated, then risked it. 
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“And your story as to why you came here is a true 
one and omits nothing?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, all I can say is that the whole damned 
thing from first to last is the most extraordinary busi- 
ness I’ve ever run into.” 

He rose, collected his crutches, then announced 
with great emphasis: 

“But one thing is certain. I’m going to get to the 
bottom of all this. I’m going to find out why Trent’s 
been here for years and told none of his friends. 
I’ve made up my mind about that. I’m going to find 
out.” 

Rendell rose and got Marsden’s overcoat. 

“Well, I don’t want to discourage you,” he said 
slowly, “but I’ve a feeling that you won’t find it an 
easy job. Still, I wish you luck. I’ll be seeing you 
before long, I expect.” 


XI 

When Marsden had gone, Rendell looked round 
the room, surprised to find himself alone. Soon, 
however, he found he was restless and irritable, and 
in a manner hitherto unknown. 

Sentences from the many conversations he had 
had since his arrival at No. 77, nearly forty-eight 
hours ago, shot across his memory. Then, one after 
another, he seemed to see Rosalie Vivian, Vera 
Thornton, and Denis Wraybum. He felt that each 
was a character from a different drama, in each of 
which he was destined to become involved. Yet, 
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from another angle, the whole situation was fan- 
tastic. These people were strangers to him. He had 
met them owing to a sudden interest in Ivor Trent 
—a man he did not know and had not seen— a 
pian who was lying ill upstairs in this impossible 
house. 

But it was useless to speculate about him. It 
would be comparable to an attempt to assemble a 
jig-saw puzzle, of which many of the sections were 
missing. 

He stood motionless, staring into the fire, amazed 
by the extent to which his curiosity had been cap- 
tured by Trent. He felt that now— at this actual 
moment— he must take some action that might pro- 
duce additional data concerning him. Otherwise, 
he would spend the evening in a mental cul-de-sac. 
He must find someone who knew Trent. His con- 
versation with the servant had revealed that none 
of the present lodgers had met him. There was 
nothing to be learned therefore from them. 

He drew the curtain apart and looked out. The 
sky glimmered with the light of a hidden moon. 
The pavements were wet but the rain had ceased. 
Rendell decided to go and have a drink somewhere 
before dinner. 

Then he remembered the barmaid who had called 
to ask about Trent. Rummy! Yes, that was what 
she was called, and she served in the long bar of 
the Cosmopolitan. He would go there and see what 
happened. 

He left the house, walked quickly towards the 
King’s Road, half regretting that the decision to 
visit Rummy necessitated' going to the West End. 
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Already he had become subject to the illusion, 
which Chelsea creates, that its unique atmosphere 
removes it from the common categories of town, 
country, or suburb. Physically, London may be 
near, but— psychically— it is far removed. It is true 
that the foundations of this illusion tremble once 
the King’s Road is encountered. The unending 
roar of that long narrow thoroughfare disturbs the 
calm certainties of even the ripest Chelsea residents. 
Rendell, however, preserved a remnant of illu- 
sion by taking a taxi on reaching the King’s Road, 
telling the driver to go to the Cosmopolitan. 

On arrival, he glanced through the glass door 
before entering. Rummy was on duty, and Rendell 
believed that, had he known nothing of her, he 
would have detected her superiority to her sur- 
roundings. The other barmaids were typical— 
Rummy was individual. The contour and expres- 
sion of the face, the line of the figure, every 
movement, indefinably asserted the possession of 
some quality which had triumphantly survived its 
environment. 

He went to the bar and seated himself on a high 
stool. Rummy went to take his order. 

“Well, you don’t remember me?” 

She looked up at him quickly. 

“Yes I do. You’re the gentleman I saw at Potiphar 
Street yesterday. Nice of you to come so soon.” She 
smiled, then added: “Didn’t think you’d come yet 
a bit— even if you came at all.” 

A man a few yards to Rendell’s right rapped the 
counter and Rummy went to attend to him. 

“How much, m’dear?”" 
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“Whatl You going, uncle? Short visit to-night. 
Let’s see. One and nine.” 

“I’m not very well, m’dear. It’s me knees.” 

Rendell glanced at him. He was stout, heavily 
built, with a bulky head and projecting teeth. 

“It’s me knees,” he repeated. “Otherwise— all 
right. There you are, m’dear.” 

He went out slowly, leaning heavily on his stick. 

“That’s uncle,” Rummy explained, “been here 
every day, so they say, since his wife died twenty- 
five years ago. But never mind about him. How’s 
Mr. Trent?” 

“Somewhat better, I’m told.” 

“That’s something, anyway. Funny his being 
taken queer like that.” 

“Very,” Rendell agreed. “I’ll have a glass of 
sherry. What are you going to have?” 

“I’ll have a packet of cigarettes, if you don’t 
mind.” 

She got his drink, then, as a number of men 
entered the bar, she was busy for some minutes. 

Rendell amused himself by watching the expres- 
sions of the men she was serving. Most of them 
looked at her with varying degrees of appetite. One 
calculated her points with the cynical appraisement 
of long experience: another adopted a confidential 
air implying intimacy: a third inquired loudly as 
to her activities the night before, guffawing answers 
to his own questions: a fourth leered at her, believ- 
ing he was smiling: while the fifth stared at her 
breasts with an expression of leaden apathy. All 
were over fifty. There were not more than three 
young men in the crowded bar. 
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Having served their drinks, Rummy returned to 
Rendell. 

“Yes, funny being taken queer like that,” she 
began, picking up their conversation where they 
had dropped it. “Did give me a shock when I saw 
that paragraph. Couldn’t believe it. Quite upset 
me, it did.” 

“Did you know where he lived, Rummy?” 

“No. I didn’t know anything about him— really. 
Just knew his name and that he wrote books. That’s 
all. Sometimes he wouldn’t come in for months 
together.” 

While she spoke, she wiped the counter, or 
emptied an ash-tray, or rinsed a glass in a hidden 
receptacle, or polished it till it was ready for use. 
But she performed these activities automatically, 
giving Rendell her essential attention. Also, while 
she talked, she glanced round mechanically, noting 
arrivals and departures, distributing salutations— 
and frequently darted away to execute an order or 
to receive payment. 

“Yours is a hell of a life, Rummy!” Rendell ex- 
claimed when she returned after her sixth trip to 
a customer. 

“Oh well, it’s a job. You last about twelve years 
in a bar, you know— if you’re lucky.” 

“And then?” 

“Well, if you’re in a place like this, and you want 
to stay on, you become a dispensing barmaid.” 

"A what!” 

“Dispensing barmaid. You know— you’re not in a 
public bar like this, you’re in a barbehind, and serve 
the waiters who come with orders from the caf£.” 



n6 


THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


“That must be pretty uproarious, I imagine. What 
do they pay you?” 

“Twenty-six shillings a week. But there’s tips, of 
course.” 

“There would need to be. And what time do you 
start?” 

Rummy laughed gaily. 

“Well, I never! You’re just like Mr. Trent. He 
always wanted to know everything about my job. 
Ask questions, and listen for hours— sometimes he 
would.” 

“Well, and what time do you start?” 

“Nine thirty. You see, all these racks here have 
to be scrubbed each morning. We do two hours 
charing first thing. Look at my hands! And then 
there’s requisitions and stock to check, and one 
thing and another.” 

“Tell me this— do you have all the drinks you’re 
stood?” 

“Oh no— couldn’t! We keep one under the 
counter and produce it for the customer to see. 
Then, later, we take the money. Some of them give 
us money. Sometimes we say we’d rather have cigar- 
ettes— like I did to you.” 

Again she laughed. 

Rendell gazed at her in silence. Here she was, in 
this bar— young, attractive, virginal— for hours every 
day, surrounded by smoke, laughter, coarse jokes. 
A human target! 

“What are you thinking about?” she asked. 

“I yras thinking that it’s a hell of a world, 
Rummy.” 

“WelJ, really, I shall begin to think you are Mr. 
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Trent in a minutel He used to say it was a hell of 
a world. And the questions he used to ask me! 
You’ve no idea.” 

“Didn’t talk about himself much, then?” 

“Oh no! He’s not like the others. He’s strong, 
so he doesn’t have to tell you all his troubles, like 
most of them. I never guessed he was so well known. 
The paper said eminent.” 

“Ever read any of his books?” 

“Yes, I read one. He knows everything, if you ask 
me.” 

Rendell got off the stool and held out his hand. 

“I must go, but I’ll come again.” 

They shook hands. 

“I’ve enjoyed our talk,” he added. 

“So have I. Do come again. It makes such a 
difference having a chat with someone— well, you 
know— like you— sometimes. If it’s only for a few 
minutes. You’ve no idea what a difference it makes. 
You get miserable sometimes— feel you’d do any- 
thing— then someone comes in, not like the usual 
lot, and you feel all right again.” 

“I’ll come in before long.” 

“Will you? I’d be glad if you would. Good night.” 

“Good night, Rummy.” 

He bought a paper as he left the bar, then went 
to dine at an obscure restaurant where he was un- 
likely to find anyone he knew. 

During dinner he went over his conversation with 
Rummy, seeking to identify himself imaginatively 
with her existence. Was that what had interested 
Trent? And was he a writer because he possessed 
this faculty for identifying himself with the thoughts 
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and emotions of others to an exceptional degree? 
Anyhow, one thing was definite: there was no 
mystery in Rummy’s relations with Trent. 

Rendell dined quickly, then glanced at the paper 
while he smoked a cigarette over his black coffee. 
But, although the news from every quarter was 
sensational, it failed to hold his interest. He felt 
he was waiting for the end of an interval in an ex- 
citing play. But the fact that he could be so 
absorbed in the destinies of a number of people, 
unknown three days ago, clearly revealed the extent 
of his own loneliness. 

“I knew I was pretty down to it,” he said to him- 
self, “when I asked Marsden to dine with me last 
Sunday, but I didn’t know how bad it was.” 

He rose, paid the bill, then drove back to Chelsea. 

When he opened the front door, a man was 
descending the stairs. Rendell glanced at him, then 
said instinctively: 

“You won’t mind my asking, but are you the 
doctor?” 

“I am. I’ve just left Trent.” 

“I wonder if you’d mind giving me a minute. I 
shan’t keep you long.” 

“That’s all right.” 

“Good! Thanks. Come in here— and what about 
a drink? Whisky and soda?” 

“That’s an idea. Thanks.” 

The doctor glanced round the room mechanic- 
ally. He was about thirty-five and was obviously 
tired. He sank into a chair, then watched Rendell’s 
movements as if glad to give his attention to the 
trivial. 
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“That about right?” Rendell asked, handing him 
a drink. 

“Drop more soda. Thanks. Not sorry to have a 
drink. Pretty stiff day— and I was called out in the 
night.” 

“Well, it’s a damned shame to keep you, but it 
won’t be for long. I don’t know Trent, but I’ve a 
letter and a message for him— both pretty important, 
I gather. So I want to know what you think of 
him.” 

“Nothing organically wrong. I should say he's 
been in a highly nervous condition for some months 
—and has had some kind of a shock.” 

“You wouldn’t let him see anyone?” 

“He wouldn’t, if I said he could. Any more than 
he’ll open that pile of letters he’s got up there. Any- 
how, he’s too excited to see people.” 

“He’s chosen a lively house to be ill in.” 

The doctor smiled. 

“I ought to have had him out of it on Sunday 
night. Afterwards, he refused to go, and I thought 
it best to humour him. Ever seen his rooms? Oh 
well, they are all right. He’s really got a little flat 
up there— and an attractive one. There’s a door at 
the bottom of the staircase. It’s quite cut off from 
the rest of the house. In fact, with its double doors 
and windows, it’s remarkably quiet.” 

There was a silence, then Rendell asked: 

“Has he a night nurse?” 

“No, only a day one. She’ll go soon. Mrs. Frazer’s 
going to take Trent on. She’ll get extra help to 
allow her to do so. Incidentally, that is Trent’s idea, 
not mine.” 



120 THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 

Then, after a long pause, the doctor added: 

“Of course it's a queer case. No doubt about that. 
I see plenty of neurotic cases— God knows!— nowa- 
days. But he's a bit new to me. Don't repeat this, 
but— when you're with him— you feel that he's long- 
ing for you to go.” 

“To go” Rendell echoed with considerable em- 
phasis. 

“Yes. He wants to be alone. The nurse irritates 
him— I irritate him. He doesn't mind Mrs. Frazer. 
He's used to her, I suppose. If I called another 
doctor in to-night, I’d bet a lot that he would say 
Trent was well.'* 

“Do you mean that?” 

“I do indeed. Of course, he'd see he was nervous, 
excited, irritable— but he'd think a few days' rest 
would put that right.” 

“Yes, but after all,” Rendell protested, “the man 
collapsed in the hall on Sunday night— and you 
don't do that for nothing.” 

“I agree— but a highly-strung man like Trent can 
do it without it meaning a vast amount. I attend a 
number of artists, and I know what tricks their 
nerves can play them. Anyhow, if you've a letter 
and a message for him, send them up. He'll ignore 
them, but you'll have no further responsibility.” 

He finished his drink, rose, then added : 

“Still, I'm glad I was called in. Not sorry to have 
met Trent. I read one of his books— I forget the title 
—but it interested me. A patient of mine told me 
to read it— a barrister. Every read any?” 

“I read one— read it three times.” 

“Really? Odd you should be in this house.” 



AT 77 POTIPHAR STREET 121 

“Yes, isn’t it? But I mustn’t keep you. , I’ll send 
up the letter and the message.” 

“Best thing you can do. Well, I’ll get on. Good 
night.” 

“Good night— and many thanks.” 

Rendell went to the front door to see him off, 
then returned to his room. 

He lit a cigarette and began to pace slowly up and 
down. 
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I 

Vera Thornton wandered restlessly round the 
sitting-room of her flat in Bloomsbury, glancing at 
the clock every other minute. Then, with an im- 
patient gesture, she sat in a low chair by the fire and 
closed her eyes. Several minutes passed, but she did 
not move. 

The room was square, well furnished, in a manner 
that made no concession to modern ideas— with the 
exception that the walls were almost bare— but its 
chief characteristic was an absence of personality. 
Its atmosphere proclaimed that it was occupied, but 
not lived in, and this fact was significant, as the flat 
had been hers for two years. Furniture, colour 
scheme, intimate possessions, lacked individuality. 
They were mute observers, not collaborators, and so 
they remained anonymous. 

She continued to sit motionless, leaning towards 
the fire, but the immobility of her attitude indicated 
conflict rather than repose. The body was taut, the 
features tense, and the closed eyes suggested concen- 
tration, not peace. An observer of any penetration 
would have imagined that she had disciplined her- 
self to remain physically inert while inwardly raging 
with impatience. 

She started violently when the telephone bell 
rang. 

She let it ring for some moments, however, while 
she went to a mirror, arranged her hair, and assumed 
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a social expression as if a visitor were about to be 
announced. 

At last she picked up the receiver. 

“Yes.” 

“It’s Peter— Peter Marsden.” 

“Well?” 

“Well— as you were so insistent— I went to 
Number 77 — ” 

“You’re not ringing up from there?” she inter- 
rupted quickly. 

“No— this is a public box. I’ve just left. There’s 
no great news about Trent. He’s not delirious now 
and — ” 

She made a muffled exclamation. 

“What?” 

“Nothing,” she replied. “Go on.” 

“I had a long talk with Captain Frazer. He took 
me down to his study. You’ve no idea what an odd 
room — ” 

“Yes, yes! Well?” 

“How impatient you are! Well, the gallant 
Captain has one or two theories, not too favourable 
to Trent and — ” 

“What do you mean? What did he say?” 

“Oh, he suggested that Trent had those rooms 
not to work in but to facilitate his amorous 
affairs.” 

Her hands tightened convulsively, but she made 
no sound. 

“Frazer backs his theory,” Marsden went on, “by 
saying that it’s the only explanation of his friends’ 
ignorance concerning those rooms. The Captain is 
very communicative, particularly if you lend him 
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half a crown. But, all the same, I fancy he knows 
more than he says.” 

“Why? What do you mean?” 

“How intense you are! I only mean that he gives 
you a look implying he could say more if he chose. 
After all, his wife was looking after Trent when he 
was delirious and so — ” 

“Did Frazer mention me?” 

“Wait a minute— I must think. Oh yes, he quoted 
you as being one of those who knew Trent and yet 
was ignorant that he had those rooms. And he added 
that you ought to have known.” 

“What did he mean by that?” 

“My dear girl, I don’t know. Probably that you’d 
known Trent some time and that therefore it was 
odd. But that’s enough about Potiphar Street. Look 
here, I’ve got to see you again— and soon. I can’t 
get you out of my head, do you know that? Keep 
thinking about you. . . . Are you there?” 

“Yes, yes. I was thinking. We’ll meet to-morrow 
night, if you like. Come here at about seven. Did 
you see Rendell?” 

“No, I did not see Rendelll” Marsden exclaimed 
irritably. “I never cared much about him and— the 
last few days— I like him less than ever. What the 
devil is he doing at Potiphar Street, anyway?” 

“But he’s reliable, isn’t he? I mean, you’d trust 
him, wouldn’t you?” 

“Oh yes, of course! If Rendell said he’d keep his 
mouth shut, he’d keep it shut. I admit that— but 
it doesn’t make me like him.” 

“Still, you’re certain of it?” 

“Yes, quite certain. You are an odd person. 
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What’s Rendell to you? I believe you’re a dark 
horse. Now I must get on. I’ve work to do. But 
I’ll come at seven to-morrow, and I want to talk to 
you rather seriously. I liked you a lot, you know, 
even the first time I saw you at Trent’s flat, but you 
wouldn’t look at me then. Till to-morrow.” 

“Yes, to-morrow. Good-bye.” 

She replaced the receiver but did not move. 
Several minutes passed, then, with sudden resolu- 
tion, she touched the receiver— hesitated— and failed 
to remove it. But her thoughts evidently proved so 
disturbing that a moment later she snatched the 
receiver and rapidly dialled a number. 

At last a voice responded to the summons. 

“I want to speak to Mr. Rendell.” 

“I’ll see if he’s in. What name shall I say?” 

“It’s a private call.” 

“Oh, very well. Hold the line.” 

Vera waited, drumming the table with her fingers. 
The delay seemed interminable, then she heard: 

“Rendell speaking. Who is it?” 

“It’s— Vera Thornton.” 

“Hullol How are you? What can I do for you? 
Anything?” 

“Yes, as it happens, you can. Would— would you 
mind coming here— now? I’m in my flat in Blooms- 
bury. It’s— well— important, or I wouldn’t trouble 
you. Do you think you could come now?” 

“Yes, I’m free enough. You mean now, literally?” 

“Yes, if you could.” 

“Right! What’s the address?” 

She gave it to him, then added: 

“It’s good of you to come.” 
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“That’s all right.” 

She put down the receiver, then passed the palms 
of her hands over her forehead and thick black hair. 
She repeated the movement several times, as if to 
still tumultuous thoughts. Some moments later she 
rose wearily and went into the bedroom to change. 

Long before she expected it, the sound of the bell 
pealed through the flat. 

“You’ve been very quick.” 

“I came in a taxi. Am I too early?” 

“No, please come in.” 

Rendell followed her into the sitting-room, trying 
to appear at ease with little success. 

“Do sit down,” she said abruptly, “and— and try 
one of these cigarettes.” 

“Thanks. Axe you on your own here,” 

“Yes. I’ve been here for two years.” 

“I see. Very central, of course.” 

A long silence followed. Any attempt at small 
talk was ludicrous. Vera stared into the fire and 
Rendell sat opposite her, glancing more than once 
at her powerful figure and dark fanatical eyes. 

“Can I trust you— really trust you?” 

The deep tone of her voice, breaking the long 
silence, almost startled him: 

“Wait!” she exclaimed, just as he was about to 
reply. “I’ve only met you once— in that awful house. 
You’ll think me mad, but— but I’ve got to confide 
in someone. I believe I can trust you. That’s why 
I asked you to come here to-night.” 

Her submissive tone, and the absence of that defen- 
sive armour she had worn at their first meeting, so 
surprised Rendell that he hesitated before replying. 
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“Anything you tell me will go no further/’ he 
said simply. “You can rely on that absolutely. But 
I’d like to know if you’ve told anyone else what you 
propose telling me.” 

“No— no one. And I can’t tell you all.” 

The blood invaded her cheeks so swiftly that in 
an instant she was scarlet. 

Rendell looked away, greatly embarrassed, but 
almost immediately she went on: 

“It’s about Ivor and myself. I’ve got to tell you. 
You’ll see why later.” 

She passed her hand across her forehead. 

“I don’t know where to begin. I’ll have to start 
some way back, I suppose. It will be rather long. 
I’m afraid.” 

“Say what you want to in your own way. It won’t 
go an inch further.” 

“I’d better begin with my family. They live in 
the Midlands. I’ve two brothers— one twenty-six, 
the other twenty-five. I’m twenty-four. And I’ve 
three sisters younger than I am— the youngest is 
twenty-one. My father is a business man, rich and— 
notorious.” 

“In what way notorious?” Rendell asked as she 
broke off. 

“Oh, for affairs with women— nothing more 
interesting than that. He doesn’t care what anyone 
thinks, and when he’s drunk he will do literally any- 
thing. More than once he’s brought one of his 
women to the house.” 

“That’s not too good, I admit. What did your 
mother think about.it?” 

“I doubt if my mother has thought about any- 
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thing for years. I imagine that her wedding night 
was the real date of her death— whatever the actual 
one may prove to be. She had six children— one a 
year— and after that I should think she was only too 
glad when my father became openly promiscuous.” 

She spoke with such bitterness that Rendell could 
only wait for her to continue. 

“I won’t go into details about my brothers and 
sisters. I’ll only say that they are his children— and 
leave it at that. Anyway, you wouldn’t believe me 
if I told you the facts. My brothers are in my father’s 
business, but they do practically nothing. And my 
sisters concentrate on getting a good time. My 
father, as you can imagine, is not in a strong position 
to restrain them in any way. When they want 
money, they blackmail him for it— politely and suc- 
cessfully. The house is pandemonium— a good ex- 
ample of meaningless modern existence.” 

She attempted a laugh as she took a cigarette from 
the box by her side. 

“You’ve made it very plain to me why you cleared 
out,” Rendell said slowly. 

“Why— and how— I cleared out may interest you. 
When I explain that I was a student, that I worked 
hard, won scholarships, and so on, you will be able 
to imagine what my life was like in that hell of a 
house. But you won’t be able to imagine what it 
was like when I found myself a prisoner in it with 
nothing to do. That happened when I was twenty.” 

“No, that couldn’t have been easy. What did you 
do?” 

“Read Ivor Trent’s books.” 

She looked at him oddly, then went on: 
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“I read his books. I read them again and again. 
He seemed like a god to me. I knew whole pages by 
heart. He became my idol, something to worship in 
the midst of noise, mental squalor, and filth. He 
represented everything I admired— everything that 
gave life meaning. He was my ideal— made flesh. 
That may sound cheap, sentimental, hysterical. But 
not to those who have had to find a dream, or just 
die inch by inch.” 

Her tone suggested all this was so familiar that it 
had become monotonous. 

“And how long did that last?” Rendell asked after 
a long silence. 

“About a year. Then two things happened. The 
first was that I came into a few hundreds which an 
aunt had left me, but which I did not get till I was 
twenty-one. The second was that I went mad.” 

Rendell’s astonishment produced a peal of 
laughter from Vera which was too near hysteria to 
reassure him. 

“Yes, I went mad,” she repeated. “But, first, I 
must tell you that I had written to Ivor and he had 
answered my letter. Well, when I came into that 
money I packed a bag, said nothing to my family, 
and came to London.” 

“To Trent?” 

“Yes, but he had no idea I was arriving. It was 
the act of a fanatic. I was a fanatic. What a pity 
you do not know his elegant flat near Cork Streetl 
Still, try to imagine the scene. Ivor at home, and 
alone. A ring at the bell. A young woman, with 
hag, facing her ideal— believing he would be her 
destiny. Why don’t you laugh?” 
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“I don’t think it very funny,” Rendell replied. 
“Did he?” 

“He was— interested. I can’t think of a better 
word. He soon realised my situation, my emotions— 
everything! It was impressive how quickly he iden- 
tified himself with my state. Also, he was very re- 
markable in appearance. So I was completely done 
for.” 

“But what on earth did he do?” 

“Gave me tea— which was very orthodox of him, 
as tea forms a part of every English crisis. Then he 
rang up a man and put him off. And then— well— 
he cross-examined me so subtly that I believed I was 
telling him things spontaneously. We dined 
together and then he sent me to bed— early.” 

Again she laughed, finding it a little difficult to 
stop, and then leaned back in her chair pretending 
to be amused by Rendell’s expression. 

“Do you mean you slept in his flat?” 

“Yes, in the spare room. Most decorous! And we 
had breakfast together, and he survived that search- 
ing ordeal— and remained my idol.” 

“Well, go on!” Rendell exclaimed impatiently as 
she remained silent, “you can’t stop there.” 

“No— neither did he. But that comes later. He 
seemed rather glad I had turned up from nowhere. 
He’d just finished a book— perhaps that was why. 
Finally, he got me a room near his flat. I lived there, 
feeling I dwelt on the frontier of heaven.” 

“But didn’t you write to your family?” 

“Oh yes, I sent a line— with no address— saying 
I was in London and that I was never coming 
back.” 
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“And you’ve never been back?” 

“Never!” she exclaimed angrily. “I write twice a 
year to my mother, and she replies telling me what 
sort of weather they’ve been having. My break with 
them was final. I did achieve that.” 

“And then?” 

But she did not answer. She rose and began to 
wander about the room. When she spoke, her 
sentences were disjointed. Rendell could not see 
her face. 

“Well, eventually, he discovered— exactly— how I 
regarded him. That took some time. I mean, for 
him fully to realise. Then— well— he cured me. No, 
don’t ask any questions! I— I can’t tell you every- 
thing. I told you I couldn’t. He showed me that 
he wasn’t— well— precisely what I had imagined him 
to be. He came down from the pedestal very success- 
fully— and he made me watch his descent.” 

Then, after a brief silence, she suddenly shouted: 

“You needn’t think I became his mistress— be- 
cause I didn’tl” 

“But — ” 

“You don’t believe that, of course?” 

“I believe you,” Rendell managed to say. “I can’t 
see what you’d gain by lying to me.” 

There was a long silence. When she spoke, her 
voice was so low that he' only just heard her. 

“He humiliated me— in every way he could 
imagine. He showed me very clearly that he was 
not my Christmas-card conception of him. And— 
now— I hate him.”^ 

"You don’t— you love him.” 

“Yes, I love him.” 
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Her voice was so low that Rendell hardly heard 
the words. 

The silence that followed seemed endless. The 
atmosphere was heavy with conflicting emotions. 

At last she said in a harsh, metallic voice: 

“Let’s make this short. All this is a preface. 
Eventually, when he was bored, he got me a job. I 
was well educated. I knew several languages. He 
knows plenty of influential people— and he got me a 
job in the foreign department of a bank.” 

“How long ago was that?” 

“Two years.” 

“But you’ve seen him since then, haven’t you?” 
Rendell asked, mystified. 

“Yes, when he sent for me. But I’ve not seen him 
for months.” 

She returned to her chair and faced him. 

“Now, listen! I’ve trusted you as if you were God. 
No one knows what I’ve told you. But I had to tell 
you because I’m terrified.” 

“Terrified!” 

“Yes, he’s been delirious. No, wait, wait! 
Delirious. God knows what he may have said. 
Listen! Mrs. Frazer was with him— and I’m afraid 
of her husband. He knows something. Yes— he— 
does! I can tell by the way he looks at me. He 
might blackmail me. I can’t sleep, I tell you!” 

“But I assure you,” Rendell burst out, “there’s 
nothing to fear from Captain Frazer. His wife 
knows him too well to tell him anything. That’s 
definite.” 

“How do you know? How can you know?” 

“I've had a long talk with her, and with Frazer, 
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and with the servant. I know the situation in that 
house. No one would tell Frazer anything— or pay 
any attention to what he said. If he made up any- 
thing, Fd guarantee to make him take it back— and 
keep his mouth shut in future. That I can promise 
you— definitely.” 

“Yes, but— Peter Marsden! He’s friendly with 
Frazer. He might hear something and— well — ” 

“Well?” Rendell echoed, as she did not continue. 

“I think Marsden cares about me. You see, there’s 
only one thing I can do— marry, and get away from 
London, and forget everything. It’s my only chance. 
Don’t imagine I could love Peter Marsden. All 
that’s over. It’s broken— and thrown away. I just 
want an existence now. That’s all. I’ve had enough 
of asking a lot. I only want a little.” 

Then, after a brief pause, she asked: 

“You’re certain I’m— safe?” 

“Quite certain. And if you want anything done 
at Number Seventy-seven, I will do it. I don’t make 
promises lightly. But I do make that one. You can 
go to bed and sleep to-night.” 

She leaned forward and put her hand on his 
knee. 

“You must have loved someone once to have 
understood and helped me like this. I shall never 
forget it. I’m strong, as a rule. I’m not an hysterical 
person. But Ivor was stronger— he’s terribly strong.” 

“You’re tired,” Rendell said, rising, “so I shall 

— and you must go to bed early. I expect we shall 
meet again before long.” 

He held out his hand, which she took in both of 
heis. 
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“No, don’t come out,” he went on. “You stay 
here. Good night.” 

“Good night.” 

He left her, and a moment later the front door 
closed behind him. 

Vera buried her head in her hands and began to 
cry convulsively. 


II 

At two o’clock on the following Saturday, Denis 
Wraybum walked slowly down Potiphar Street on 
his way to No. 77. As it was warm, he had removed 
his hat, thereby permitting the errant breeze to do 
what it would with his long black hair. This fact, 
and his narrow bearded face, occasioned the mirth 
of an errand-boy, who emitted a series of caustic 
comments, followed by a number of hilarious 
whistles. Wrayburn, however, remained unaware 
of these attentions and continued to walk towards 
his destination— slowly enough to justify the assump- 
tion that he wished the proceeding to occupy the 
maximum amount of time. 

When he reached the front door, his actions 
showed that he had experienced the usual difficulty 
in obtaining a response to a knock. It was also 
evident that he had evolved a technique to deal 
with it, for he grasped the knocker firmly and con- 
tinued to deliver a series of resounding blows until 
the door was opened. 

On this occasion Marsden performed that 
function 
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“Hullo, it’s you!” he exclaimed, without en- 
thusiasm. “What the devil did you knock like that 
for?” 

“To ensure speedy admittance,” Wraybum re- 
plied, investing each word with significance, greatly 
to Marsden’s irritation. 

“You don’t care who has to open it, I suppose?” 

“Not in the smallest degree.” 

He passed Marsden and entered Rendell’s room— 
where he discovered Vera- Thornton. 

“Only you,” was his greeting to her. Then he 
moved the chair Marsden had vacated nearer the 
fire, and sat down just as its late occupant returned. 

“Well, of all the ” 

But Wraybum interrupted: 

“Is Rendell expecting you two?” 

“No, he isn’t. Why?” 

The silence to this query continued until 
eventually Marsden realised that it constituted 
Wraybum’s refutation of his claim to the chair. 
He glanced at Vera, who made a gesture expressive 
of her contempt for Wrayburn— which the latter 
intercepted. 

“How are you progressing with your enquiries as 
to what Trent said when he was delirious?” Wray- 
bum asked her, with icy detachment. 

Having thus gained complete psychological 
ascendancy over his companions, Wraybum pro- 
ceeded to ignore their presence. 

But Marsden, who had obtained some sensational 
news, began to discuss it with Vera— hoping that 
Wraybum’s curiosity would prompt him to ask 
questions which he would refuse to ans\*j' 
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“Yes, the nurse has gone,” he said to Vera. 
“That’s definite. And there’s been the devil of a 
row between Mrs. Frazer and her husband. She’s 
packing him off to her sister in Ramsgate. He’s 
furious— but he’ll go because of the money she’s 
giving him. There’s no end of changes.” 

But at this point he was interrupted by the sudden 
entrance of Frazer, who burst into the room in a 
state of considerable excitement. 

“I’m leaving this hole,” he announced, “and for 
good! Everything is to be turned upside down for 
Trent. My wife is going to nurse him, if you please. 
Extra help in the house— to enable her to do it. You 
know that, I take it? But I’m not saying all I’ve 
found out— not by a long way. I’m putting two and 
two together— things I’ve remembered, and things 
I’ve heard.” 

He paused, glanced at Vera, who became crimson, 
and was about to race on when Wraybum extended 
a long thin arm towards him and demanded: 

“Shut that door. There’s a draught.” 

Frazer kicked the door to noisily, then went 
on: 

“Nice thing, though, that I don’t know who’s in 
my own house. I find that artist’s model has been 
here since Monday. I thought she’d turn up. She 
knows more than she’ll say about our distinguished 
invalid — ” 

He got no further, for the door opened and Mrs. 
Frazer appeared, followed by the artist’s model. 

“I’m not having this,” Mrs. Frazer announced. 

“You’re not having what, my good lady?” Frazer 
enquired, from the eminence of his dignity. 
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“You coming into Mr. Rendell’s room and talk- 
ing about things you know nothing about.” 

“Know nothing about!” Frazer shouted. “No 
decent person would have a room in this house — ” 

“Hold your tongue! You’re making a fool of 
yourself.” 

“I’ve let you make a fool of me. Come on! Let’s 
see whether you’ll lie to these people as you lie to 
me. Why do none of Trent’s friends know he’s had 
rooms here for years? Why don’t they?— why don’t 
they?” 

“That’s his business, not yours. You’d have been 
in the gutter if it hadn’t been for him.” 

“You hear that?” Frazer demanded, turning to 
the others. “Very well. All right. You’re witnesses. 
Now I know what to do.” 

“You’ll go away, that’s what you’ll do,” his wife 
said in the same steady tone. 

“You want me out of the way, my lady. I know 
too much. I know more than you think— more than 
any of you think. And I shall hear what goes on 
while I’m away. That’s all arranged. I’m off— and 
I’m leaving London in less than an hour.” 

He flung himself out of the room, banging the 
door behind him. 

Vera rose quickly. 

“Why, where are you going?” Marsden asked. 

“There’s something I want to ask Captain 
Frazer.” 

She hurried out of the room before Marsden 
cotild reply. 

Frazer was half-way up the stairs. He turned on 
hearing the door open, then came down slowly. 
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At their first meeting he had detected that Vera 
was frightened and had instinctively intensified her 
fears by making enigmatic statements to her or to 
Marsden, knowing that the latter would repeat 
them. 

“Come down to my study,” he said in a con- 
fidential whisper. “We can talk there. The base- 
ment stairs are rather dark. Allow me.” 

He took her arm, guided her down the stairs and 
into his room. Then, instead of releasing her, he 
took her other arm in a firm grip, turning her so 
that she faced him. 

“Now, what is it? No secrets between us, I take 
it. No need to go into details perhaps ” 

Her eyes flashed apprehensively, greatly to his 
satisfaction. He had long sought a victim on whom 
to inflict the spite accumulated by his daily humilia- 
tions. Of what she was frightened he had no con- 
ception. But as the merest hint concerning details 
clearly terrified her, his ignorance was unimportant. 

He pressed her arms more tightly, but she made 
no protest. 

“Don’t tremble. You can trust me. Lucky for you 
that you have to deal with an officer and a gentle- 
man. I understand— I understand! You’re very 
handsome, and our friend Trent is too distinguished 
a person to be quite normal.” 

He spoke entirely at random, but the effect on 
her was such that he put his arm round her, think- 
ing she might collapse. 

Possibilities — amorous and financial — raced 
through his mind. A sense of power thrilled 
him. He could put her on the rack at will. 
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“Hold on, or we shall have you delirious, and 
that won’t do.” 

Her cheeks flamed and she looked away. 

“Now, it’s all right,” he went on. “I’m going 
away, but I’m going to give you my address. I shall 
write to you, of course.” 

He went to the table and wrote his address on a 
slip of paper. 

“Here’s the address. And yours is?” 

She told him, and he noted it carefully. 

“You may have to come down to see me, Vera. 
That could be managed, I take it.” 

“It wouldn’t be easy.” Her voice was a whisper. 

“Of course, you’ve a job. Perhaps at the week- 
end?” 

“Yes, but ” 

“No one would know. You do everything I tell 
you— and it will be all right. I’ve had some expenses 
owing to all this, but you can send me a few pounds 
later on to cover that. Yes!” 

He hesitated, but her attitude was so submissive 
that he went to her and put his arms round her. 

“You’re all right, I take it?” 

“Yes, I’m all right.” 

He lowered his clasp and pressed her to him. She 
yielded herself so abjectly that victory intoxicated 
him and he kissed her on the lips. 

Meanwhile, in Rendell’s room, Mrs. Frazer stated 
a number of facts, clearly and concisely. 

The nurse had gone. She was going to attend to 
Trent, and a friend would take her place in the 
house. Her husband was going away. She implied 
that Trent wished these arrangements, and was pay- 
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ing the extra expenses involved. He continued to 
be very excited, slept most of the day, and the doctor 
still visited him. He could see no one, and all his 
letters remained unopened. 

Also Mrs. Frazer was making other changes. Miss 
Ratcham, the lady journalist, was not well and was 
going to her people in Devonshire for some weeks. 
Incidentally, she was furious with Frazer for not 
giving her the paragraph about Trent— and was also 
furious with the latter owing to her failure to inter- 
view him. 

Mr. Archibald Fortesque, the handsome student 
in the room opposite Miss Ratcham’s, had been 
summoned home to account for his extravagance 
and laziness— and Mrs. Frazer did not propose to 
have him back, in view of the number of complaints 
she had received concerning him. 

Also, and finally, she had given notice to all un- 
desirable tenants, every one of whom her husband 
had admitted when she was absent. 

She ended by saying: 

“I’d rather be empty than have such people. And 
the lady who calls herself a palmist is also leaving. 
I’m telling you all this because you are friends of 
Mr. Trent’s— and because you may know of respect- 
able people who want rooms.” 

Marsden instantly announced his intention of tak- 
ing Mr. Archibald Fortesque’s apartment, when that 
restless and musical gentleman vacated it. Also he 
thought he could find some lodgers for Mrs. Frazer. 

It was at this point that Vera and the Captain 
returned— the former very flushed and the latter 
very truculent. 
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“Now, my lady, I'm off. And I'm not coming 
back. That’s clear, I take it. So good-bye, Mrs. 
Basement, and ” 

“Oh, shut up, Frazer!” Marsden exclaimed 
angrily. “We’re talking about important things. 
We’ve all had quite enough of you.” 

The Captain drew himself to his full height, then 
looked down on Marsden with an air of triumph 
which astonished him. 

“You said, I believe, that you had had enough of 
me . You are a wit, my good man, a wit!” 

Marsden replied angrily, and Frazer became in- 
sulting. Then, when everyone in the room was 
shouting— except Wraybum— the door opened and 
Rendell appeared. 

“Hullo! A committee meeting!” he exclaimed. 
“I thought I’d come into the wrong room.” 

Mrs. Frazer’s attempts at apologies were drowned 
by the Captain and Marsden, who continued to in- 
sult each other, while Vera— desperate— vainly tried 
to restore harmony. 

This went on for some minutes, then Frazer, fear- 
ing to compromise his victory over Vera, diverted 
his anger to his wife and began a stormy tirade as 
to his wrongs and the shortcomings of No. 77. 

Interruptions were frequent till eventually— when 
all were talking simultaneously— the servant opened 
the door and announced: 

“A lady to see Mr. Rendell.” 

A dramatic silence descended. 

Then Rosalie Vivian came into the room. 
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III 

She stopped on the threshold and looked round, 
greatly bewildered. Rendell, who was vaguely aware 
that her extreme pallor was not the only change in 
her, crossed the room swifdy and held out his hand. 

“I’m so glad you’ve come. I was expecting you.’’ 

The commonplace words recalled the others to 
the necessities of the situation. Mrs. Frazer went out 
of the room, murmuring apologies, followed by the 
model, who had contributed little to the discussion. 
Captain Frazer, who was impressed by Rosalie’s 
appearance, drew himself to his full height, shook 
hands with Rendell, saying that he was leaving town 
immediately. Then, with a glance at Vera, he 
marched out— Marsden and Vera following him. 

Only Denis Wraybum remained, who now rose, 
gave an almost imperceptible bow to Rosalie, then 
said to Rendell: 

“I came only to say that I find that Sunday after 
dinner will suit me better than Monday. You have 
the address? That’s all right, then. Sunday— early. 
That’s to-morrow, you understand.” 

He looked at his watch, gave a peculiar kind of 
shiver, then went swiftly out of the room. 

“Who are all these people? Why are they all 
here?” 

v There’s been a bit of a disturbance,” Rendell 
replied, “and — ” 

“Are they friends of Ivor’s?” 

“Yes, most of them.” 

She looked up at him quickly. 
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“That very dark woman— why was she trembling?” 

“Was she trembling? I didn’t notice. I’d only 
just arrived.” 

"What is her name?” 

“Vera Thornton.” 

“And the woman with the red-gold hair— who is 
she?” 

“She’s a model, I believe. I’ve never seen her 
before.” 

Rosalie pressed the palms of her hands against 
her eyes as if to protect herself from all external 
impressions. 

“I can’t stay,” she went on quickly. “I came be- 
cause— because— wait! Yes! You said you’d be in 
every afternoon at three for a week. I cannot come 
here again for some days. Will you be in all next 
week at three? Could you do that?” 

“Yes, of course. I’m so sorry all those people were 
here when you came.” 

He paused, glanced at her, then exclaimed: 

“But you’re in mourning!” 

“My husband is dead.” 

He stared at her. 

“Which day was I here?” she asked. 

“Tuesday.” 

“He died on Tuesday. Last Saturday he was taken 
ill suddenly with influenza. He became worse every 
hour. He died on Tuesday— while I was here.” 

“While you were here!” 

“Yes— here.” 

Rendell was about to speak, but she silenced him 
with a quick movement. When she spoke again her 
voice was a whisper. 
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“He was buried yesterday. . . . Gone! There’s his 
room, his clothes, his golf-clubs, my photograph on 
his writing-table— all waiting. But he’s gone. Shall 
I tell you something? Yes. I will tell you. When 
he was alive, I lived with him— I understood him. 
But, now he’s dead, he’s someone else. Do you know 
that? Someone else. He was commonplace, kind, 
indulgent, rather stupid— and always the same. And 
now he is— terrible! He’s become a part of every 
silence.” 

“Now, listen to me,” Rendell said abruptly, in the 
manner of one about to make an authoritative state- 
ment, though he scarcely knew what he would say 
next. “You’ve had a dreadful shock. You loved him 
and ” 

He got no further. She shook her head so 
decisively that he broke off. 

“No. I did not love him.” 

She raised her head and looked at him, her eyes 
brimming with tears. 

“Ah, if you knew the relief of saying that— at last! 
I have never dared to say that to anyone, not even 
to myself. I have crushed that knowledge down- 
down into a dungeon. I dared not admit it. I told 
myself that I did love him. I repeated it— to prove 
it. I repeated it, hoping it would become true.” 

She gazed at him with such suffering in her eyes 
that Rendell looked away. But she seized his arm 
with sudden nervous intensity. 

“Tell me this— do the dead know the secrets of 
the living? Do they discover what we never dared 
to tell them? And if they know, do they care? Do 
the dead suffer? Tell me that.” 
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“I do not know,” Rendell replied. “How should 
I know?” 

She looked up at him with unseeing eyes, then 
said slowly: 

“I do not think the. dead suffer. They discover 
our secrets, but they do not care. Perhaps, to them, 
life here seems very distant and infinitely small— 
a game of children in a nursery. They only smile 
at the secret which frightens us. And, anyhow, they 
would forgive, don’t you think? Surely the dead 
would forgive the living?” 

“I don’t know what to say to you,” Rendell re- 
plied. “You’ve a vivid imagination. Well, all I can 
tell you is that I do not think I’m a coward— 
physically. I’ve been in danger more than once. 
But iny imagination frightens me— and I’ve little 
enough of it. But, look here, we’ve got to be 
practical. You’re not alone, are you? You’re with 
friends?” 

She studied him for some moments with a medita- 
tive expression. 

“What a nice person you are,” she said at last. 
“So nice— and so stupid. Why should I come to you, 
a stranger, if I had friends? You see how stupid you 
are? I am alone. I have left his flat. It’s all just as 
it was, but it is locked up. The eight-day clock is 
still ticking in the sitting-room. I can hear it. Tick 
. . . tick . . . tick. I shall never go there again, 
and I shall sell everything, or give it away. I’ve a 
suite in a private hotel in Knightsbridge.” 

“But — ” Rendell began, but she waved him into 
silence. 

“His friends think I’ve gone to the country. Only 
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his lawyer knows where I am. There’s business to be 
done, you see. He’s left me everything, do you know 
that? But I don’t want it— I have enough money 
without his. But I can’t stay any longer. I must 
go.” 

“And you will come one day next week?” 

“Yes, next week.” 

She looked round the room, as if to convince her- 
self of its actuality, then went slowly out, followed 
by Rendell. 

They walked to the street in silence. A large car 
was waiting. She got in and drove away without 
saying another word. 

As he returned to the house, Rendell discovered 
that she had not asked how Trent was. 


IV 

Wrayburn had so stressed the necessity for early 
arrival on the Sunday that Rendell dined at seven 
o’clock and reached 4, Waldegrave Road, Fulham, 
soon after eight. 

The house was the gloomiest of a gloomy row. It 
was tall, menacing, and few of the windows were 
illuminated. Opposite it, instead of houses, was an 
abnormally high wall— enclosing some institution— 
which overshadowed the pedestrian and created the 
atmosphere of a barracks or a prison. 

Rendell pushed open a rusty gate, groped along 
a cobbled path, and mounted narrow steep steps. 
Then he pulled the bell, thereby awakening a 
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melancholy peal in a crypt-like basement. 

The door was opened by a breathless woman, 
resembling a barrel, who asked what he wanted. 

“I have come to see Mr. Wrayburn.” 

“Have you now! Well I never! Come in.” 

Rendell went in. The hall was dimly lit, but, 
nevertheless, he gained a clearer view of the woman 
who was regarding him with heaving curiosity. She 
had a round puffy face, mottled with red patches, 
and black eyes like boot-buttons. Distrust had 
branded her features. Possibly she was uncon- 
sciously aware of the fact, for she always assumed 
a jovial expression. 

“Come to think of it, I don’t know if he’s in.” 

This remark, like those which had preceded it, 
was uttered in the tone of one making a joke. 

“Best way to find out is to go up and see. 
Seeing’s believing, so they say. I’ll show you his 
room.” 

Rendell followed her, convinced that this ofEer 
proceeded from curiosity rather than courtesy. They 
mounted slowly to the top of the house. A proceed- 
ing which occupied some time, and one which 
developed a complicated wheeze in the landlady. 

She groped to a door and opened it. Darkness. 

“There! He ain’t in! What did I tell you?” 

She switched on the light and Rendell went into 
the room. 

Its appearance surprised him, for it contradicted 
the expectations created by the exterior of the house, 
and those collected on the long ascent to the top 
of it. 

It was a large oblong room with pale green dis- 
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tempered walls, which were entirely bare. The un- 
even boards were stained black. There was no 
carpet, but several rugs of varying sizes formed a 
geometrical design on the floor. In a comer was a 
divan bed. Near the window stood a writing-desk 
and within arm’s length was a row of dictionaries, 
ranged on a shelf fastened to the wall. A card index- 
cabinet, numerous bookcases, a typewriting-table, 
and a compactom were arranged with mathematical 
exactitude. Order predominated— every effect was 
calculated. There was nothing to offend, and 
nothing to distract— nothing to charm, and nothing 
to repel. Logic had frozen everything into a final 
unity. 

“Didn’t expect to see a room like this. I’ll warrant. 
No more don’t I, as you might say. All his doing— 
not mine. Did everything himself, he did. Stained 
them boards, distempered them walls, brings his own 
furniture! And all as cool as you like. Say-nothing 
sort, he is. Does for himself, too. Yes, believe it or 
not, 1 never come in here. Makes his own bed! I 
said to him once, I said: ‘Some woman’s missed a 
treasure in you— what a husband you’d make.’ Lor, 
he did give me a look.” 

She laughed noisily, then went on: 

“Sure he’s expectin’ you? Precious few come to 
see him.” 

Rendell said nothing, hoping she'd go. 

“You’re looking at that gas-fire— and well you 
might! Ever see such a big one in all your bom 
days? Well, I daresay he wants it. A colder-looking 
feller I never did see. Fair gives me the shivers to 
look at him. But that there gas-fire! I have to laugh 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


152 

whenever I see it. It’s what they call an Oxo size in 
the shops.” 

A slight movement at the open door made them 
both turn. Wraybum stood in the entrance survey- 
ing them with passionless enmity. 

The landlady crossed to him, talking noisily, but 
two swift movements of his hand towards the stairs 
were too contemptuous to be ignored. Her chatter 
died and she went out, looking over her shoulder at 
him with an expression of frightened astonishment 

While she descended the stairs laboriously, Wray- 
bum stood in the doorway listening. When all was 
still, he said to Rendell: 

“Now that the hoofs of that animal can no longer 
be heard, we can sit down. You’re not in a hurry, 
are you? You’re not! That’s all right then.” 

He pressed his hand to his forehead and stood 
motionless with closed eyes. 

“I sayl” Rendell exclaimed. “You’re not feeling 
ill, are you?” 

“The vibrations of that quadruped are disrup- 
tive,” Wraybum replied slowly. “Also, it’s cold. 
You think it’s cold, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” Rendell lied, finding the evening a pleas- 
antly warm one. “But tell me this,” he went on. 
“Are you sure you’re not overworking?” 

“I am not working. I finished a bout with the 
world a few weeks ago. A bout with the world is my 
term for a job, you understand. I’ve saved some 
money- When it’s gone, I shall rerenter the arena— 
probably.” 

. The pause before the last word, and rts emphasis, 
isolated it in much the same manner aa a spot-light 
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gives prominence to one figure in a crowd. 

Rendell glanced at his companion, not knowing 
what to say. Wraybum had stretched himself limply 
in the arm-chair opposite him, but the tightly- 
clenched hands testified to some act of inner com- 
pulsion— some rallying of the will. 

Two or three minutes passed in silence. 

Suddenly Wraybum leaned towards the fire and 
rubbed his hands. The light had returned to his 
eyes. He then consulted his watch and announced: 

“Eight minutes past eight. That means we’ve the 
whole evening. That’s satisfactory, very satisfactory.” 

“Time seems to interest you very much,” Rendell 
remarked. “I’ve noticed it before.” 

Wrayburn flushed swiftly, making a convulsive 
movement with his whole body. 

“Time, my good man, is something that has to be 
organised— like bouts with the world, money, land- 
ladies, and other horrors. But before we go on to 
something else,” he added, with lightning rapidity, 
“I want to make one or two statements about Ivor 
Trent. Just one minute, though.” 

Wrayburn removed his shoes, put on slippers, 
then offered Rendell a cigarette. 

Now, this last action surprised the latter, for he 
knew that Wraybum never smoked, and disliked 
others doing so in his presence. Also Rendell noted 
that the cigarette offered was a specimen of the 
brand he preferred. 

“Thanks very much, Wraybum. You notice 
everything— even the kind I smoke. Really good 
of you.” 

“And now,” Wraybum began, with that flick of 
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the hand which signified the dismissal of a subject, 
“I want to warn you not to form opinions of Trent 
on those preposterous friends of his you are 
meeting,” 

“Why on earth not?” Rendell demanded. 

“Because they represent his time-killing activi- 
ties.” 

“Time-killing activities!” Rendell echoed. 

“Do you mind,” Wrayburn replied, separating 
each word, “not repeating a sentence of mine? I 
find it peculiarly exasperating. You don’t mind? 
You’re sure? Excellent! You must understand that 
Trent amuses himself when he is not writing. And 
he does that because he refuses to achieve his 
destiny. Wait! I’ll explain that.” 

Wrayburn rose, leaned against the mantelpiece, 
so as to derive the heat of the fire at its maximum 
intensity. Then, by way of preface to what he had 
to say concerning Trent, he gave Rendell a brief 
summary of the state of the world— as he saw it. 

Rendell had never listened to anything in the 
least like it. He had reason to know, from his own 
experience, that conditions everywhere were chaotic, 
but Wraybum’s lightest assumption went infinitely 
deeper than that. 

He announced as a platitude his belief that the 
structure of society had collapsed. He stated that 
dictators, economic theories, and militant national- 
istic movements were only the convulsions of a 
civilisation on its death-bed. He asserted that all 
talk about “recovery” was the chatter of fools or 
charlatans. And he ended with the statement that, 
when the Stock Exchange was regarded as the 
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national pulse, the end was not near— it had come. 

“Good God!” Rendell exclaimed, “you do see the 
writing on the wall.” 

Wraybum writhed. Any hackneyed quotation 
caused him physical suffering. 

“The writing on the wall, my good Rendell, 
ceased long ago. Writer’s cramp was the reason.” 
Then, after a brief pause, he added: “Surely all I’ve 
said is commonplace enough, isn’t it? Do say, of 
course. But, if not, it’s rather tedious. I mean, 
really, it is so obvious— so drearily obvious.” 

He looked at Rendell with puzzled curiosity. 

“You read the papers, reports of public speeches, 
and so on, don’t you?” he asked at last. 

“Yes, I do,” Rendell replied. 

“Then surely you’ve detected the death rattle? 
Anyhow, anyhow,” he exclaimed, moving both arms 
in a swift horizontal gesture, “assume it, my good 
man, assume it! I’m only asking you to accept the 
fact of disintegration— which is yelling for accept- 
ance everywhere.” 

“Still,” Rendell objected, “there are some signs 
of recovery.” 

“You think the nations are slowly climbing back 
to the pinnacle of 1914, do you? Possibly you are 
right. There is a minor boom in armaments at the 
moment.” 

Rendell put his cigarette out and lit another. The 
fact that Wraybum held such opinions interested 
him more than the opinions themselves. His detach- 
ment from the fate of all things human was so abso- 
lute that he might have been a spirit from Jupiter, 
sent to the earth to survey its conditions, who would 
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return in due course and render his report. For, to 
Rendell, Wrayburn seemed a consciousness, not a 
man— a consciousness which watched human destiny, 
untroubled by any feeling for humanity. 

He glanced at the slender body, the narrow head, 
and the dank little beard. 

“He’s a dead man, bar his brain,” was Rendell’s 
final conclusion. 

“But what’s all this to do with Trent?” he asked 
impatiently, hoping to narrow Wrayburn to the 
personal. 

“Just one minute, if you don’t mind,” he replied 
in a tone which would have been unendurable in 
anyone else. “You’re so extraordinarily ignorant 
that certain additional preliminaries are necessary.” 

Wrayburn then proceeded to give an account of 
the activities of different groups of people to-day 
who, finding themselves confronted by disintegra- 
tion, are seeking to create some values to give life 
substance. 

He described briefly every type of modem Move- 
ment:— every Group, every Cult— sacred, profane, 
economic, artistic, political— till Rendell’s brain 
reeled. He revealed their aims, theories, beliefs, 
dogmas, aspirations with such definite knowledge 
that it was evident he had been associated with each 
—either as adherent or investigator. To Rendell 
many of these Movements seemed fantastic, but 
Wrayburn convinced him that each and all existed— 
and that each passionately believed that it held a 
panacea for all ills of the human spirit. 

He aided by saying: 

‘'Nothing new in all this, of course. It must have 
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been very much the same in Alexandria in the year 
200.” 

“What I can’t make out about you,” Rendell said 
explosively, “is that you seem to be outside every- 
thing. I’d rather you believed in Russian Com- 
munism than nothing.” 

“Russian Communism, my good man, is only 
Peter the Great’s experiment carried to its logical 
confusion.” 

Then, a moment later, Wraybum added: 

“Just one minute. Then I’ll come to Trent.” 

Wraybum got a kettle, which he filled and put on 
a gas-ring, then cups and various utensils. Rendell 
took this opportunity to move a good yard further 
away from the enormous gas-fire, which had long 
since roasted him. Then, having unbuttoned his 
waistcoat, he watched Wraybum fascinated. 

Intent on his activities, he proceeded with 
punctilious care. He studied each cup, every 
spoon, jugs, and so on till convinced of their 
cleanliness. They were then arranged in logical 
sequence. At a precise moment, cups, teapot and 
jugs were warmed. Ingredients were exactly 
measured. He might have been a priest perform- 
ing a rite. 

Finally, China tea was prepared for himself— and 
a cup of black coffee handed to Rendell with the 
statement: 

“I know you find this poison innocuous, so I give 
it to you with equanimity.” 

Rendell was astonished. First the cigarettes— and 
now the black coffee! There could be only one ex- 
planation. This was Wraybum’s method of stating 
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that he welcomed him and wanted him to come 
again. 

This discovery revealed the extent and degree of 
Wraybum’s isolation. Rendell lacked vanity, and 
therefore realised that it could only be his physical 
presence that Wrayburn needed. Mentally, they 
spoke different languages. That was definite. What 
Wrayburn regarded as truisms were nightmares to 
Rendell. To listen to him was to watch the solid 
shrink to the spectral— the sane dissolve into the mad 
—and the living stiffen into the petrified. Yet this 
wisp of humanity, this mental waif, this unique 
being wanted him— Rendell!— to sit in his room and 
to listen to himl 

“He wants a human gas-fire as well as the other 
one,” was Rendell’s private analysis of the situation. 

But, aloud, he said: 

“Devilish good of you to remember I like black 
coffee. It’s first-class, too. Better not spoil me, or I 
shall be here too often.” 

“It’s all right then, is it? Really? Excellent! 
You’d better have the cigarettes near you.” 

Wrayburn curled up in his chair and looked 
round approvingly. 

“I like this— just this! Everything shut out. Yes, 
very pleasant— eminently satisfactory!” 

He looked at his watch. 

“Nine-twenty-two. You said you weren’t in a 
hurry. That’s all right then.” 

There was silence for some minutes. Wrayburn 
seemed to be exploring the rare sensation of satis- 
faction in much the same manner as a frozen tramp 
—suddenly finding himself before a fire— surrenders 
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to the investigating warmth. 

“Coming to Trent,” Rendell said at last, but was 
instantly interrupted. 

“I was coming to him. The essential quality in 
him can be stated in a sentence. Potentially, he is 
the New Man.” 

“The what?” 

“The New Man,” Wraybum repeated coldly. 
“Even to you it must be a commonplace that the 
only deliverance for humanity lies in a new order 
of consciousness. Everybody knows that nowadays. 
The old consciousness and all its works is toppling 
to ruin. Nothing can be done with that. It will 
just go— and it is going.” 

Wraybum paused, but as Rendell said nothing, 
he went on: 

“The only salvation lies in the coming of the New 
Men. Four-dimensional men, if that phrase helps 
you. Potentially, Trent is one of them.” 

“But— well— damn it!” Rendell exploded. “I’m 
quite out of my depth, of course, but— well— what 
will these New Men be like?” 

“They will think and feel from a new centre. 
They will have new motives, new aims. They will 
be priests of a new vision. They will possess a 
cosmic consciousness. But, frankly, Rendell, I 
wouldn’t try to understand, if I were you. I’d just 
accept the idea. You’ll find it simpler.” 

“That’s undoubtedly true,” Rendell agreed. “So 
tell me what you meant when you said earlier on 
that Trent’s friends represent only his time-killing 
activities.” 

“So they do— so does fiis writing, on another level. 
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Trent is strong. He has Being. But he evades his 
spiritual destiny by amusing himself with that hulk- 
ing Vera— who is as repressed as a bomb— and dear 
Peter Marsden, to whom he once gave two ideas. 
Our Peter rattles them about in his empty skull 
like two sixpenny-bits in a money-box.” 

Rendell laughed, somewhat against his will. 

“You’ve heard him rattle them, haven’t you?” 
Wraybum inquired judicially. “He rattles them, 
and then looks at you as if to say: ‘Hear what I’ve 
got.’ ” 

“You couldn’t say what they are, I suppose?” 

“Defmitelyl One is something about the spiritual 
structure of a book. He’s always rattling that one. 
The other one is Trent’s belief that man contains 
in himself the potentiality of a new being. Our 
Peter doesn’t rattle that one so often. He’s not 
certain that he knows what it means. Also, I gave 
him an idea once. I told him that Trent’s books 
were only a by-product of an intense interior 
activity.” 

Rendell was too startled to reply. He remem- 
bered that Marsden had used these three phrases 
when he had dined with him— exactly a week ago. 

His thoughts ran on till eventually he asked: 

“What about Rosalie Vivian?” 

“She’s a point better,” Wraybum conceded 
grudgingly. “At any rate, she feels what is going 
on in the world, although she knows none of the 
facts. She’s rather like a seismograph. She vibrates 
when there’s an earthquake, although she does not 
know what an earthquake is. That’s why she’s a 
psychic invalid.” 
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“But is she a— psychic invalid?” 

Wraybum leaned forward and peered at Rendell. 
His expression suggested that he had had immense 
experience of idiots, but was now confronted by an 
unknown type. 

“Can’t you see that?” he asked at last. “Can’t you 
see she lives in a psychic thunderstorm?” 

“She’s certainly very nervy.” 

“Nervyl” Wraybum’s tone made the word 
ridiculous. After a long pause he went on: “Yes, 
Rosalie is a point better. And so is Elsa.” 

“Who is Elsa?” 

“That model with the hair. But Trent ought not 
to loiter with any of them. It’s an evasion of his 
destiny.” 

“And you’re not interested in the fact that he 
never told you he had rooms in No. 77?” 

“Not in the smallest degree,” Wraybum replied 
contemptuously. “I’m not interested in where 
people’s bodies are. I’m interested in their 
potentialities.” 

Neither spoke for some moments, then Rendell 
reverted to an earlier phase of their conversation. 

“Do you regard yourself as one of the New Men, 
as you call them?” 

“No, my good man, I do not. I am a wholly nega- 
tive person. I cannot make any organic contact 
with humans. One reason is that I regard small talk 
as the babble of articulate apes. I am like a bubble. 
I can only maintain my shape by remaining in the 
void. Trent is different. He has Being. He might 
be a link between the Old Order and the New— if 
any link is possible.” 
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Wraybum gave the flick of his hand to indicate 
that this subject was dismissed. 

He rose and began to wander about the room, 
giving Rendell excerpts from experiences en- 
countered in his bouts with the world. He had a 
dossier relating to every job he had had which con- 
tained an exact account of his duties, the amount 
of his salary, and descriptions of the people with 
whom he had had to associate. The last were very 
penetrating character studies. Wraybum called 
them “psychological evaluations.” Rendell spent 
some time reading them, impressed by their in- 
sight, repelled by their inhumanity. 

“Good Lord, Wraybum,” he exclaimed, “you 
analyse these people as if you belonged to a different 
species.” 

“I do. If I were a dictator, I would exterminate 
them. Never mind about a managed currency. What 
we need is a managed pestilence. Whole hordes of 
people ought to be obliterated. Nothing can be 
achieved owing to their deadly inertia. They rivet 
themselves to the skeleton of tradition. Also, they 
breed with fearful fecundity. They spawn and 
cumber the earth with their replicas. And I fancy 
that dear Peter and the bulging Vera will shortly 
enter holy wedlock and perpetuate their insignifi- 
cance in a herd of dense-faced brats. Devouring 
bodies, my good Rendell, devouring bodies.” 

Rendell decided to make a frontal attack. 

“I’m not sure I’m not a devouring body myself. 
Anyway, I’d like to know this: why does it interest 
you to see me?” 

Wraybum flushed, then said quickly: 
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“One reason is that you are a disturbed person. 
When you were happy, you must have been totally 
uninteresting. But now you’re disturbed you’ll have 
to make some move. Probably you’ll marry again— 
but it will be a dangerous sort of affair this time. 
Or you’ll do something quite stupid. Possibly be- 
come a Fascist.” 

Rendell laughed. 

“Well, if I become a Fascist, I promise to come 
and drink black coffee here in my black shirt.” 

“When Fascism comes to England, my good man, 
its adherents will not wear black shirts. Incident- 
ally,” Wraybum went on quickly, “it’s interesting 
that men have ceased to be men and have become 
shirts. Red shirts, black shirts, brown shirts, blue 
shirts— but men no longer. That’s interesting. An 
age is known by its symbols.” 

“But why not black shirts for English Fascists?” 
Rendell demanded. 

“Because England creates its own emblems— it 
does not import them. My private theory is that 
English Fascists will wear boiled shirts. In fact, I’m 
certain they will. The Boiled Shirts! A Middle- 
Class Militant Movement to Crush Bolshevism. 
Imagine that, my good Rendell. A chance for the 
bourgeois to die in evening dress. The Boiled Shirt 
would be a real national symbol. It would signify 
Middle Class Social Snobbery, the Public School 
Spirit, Playing the Game, and all the rest of it. 
Labour members would rush to join. It will be an 
inspiring spectacle— the Back Bones of England in 
Boiled Shirts.” 

“That’s very amusing, Wraybum, and now ” 
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“Before you go” Wrayburn cut in, startling 
Rendell by this anticipation of what he had been 
about to say, “you may have wondered why I gave 
no sign of recognition when Rosalie Vivian came 
into your room yesterday.” 

“I did think it odd, because I knew you had met 
her.” 

“I guessed she did not want the others to know 
that she had come to inquire about Trent.” 

“But— but — ” Rendell began, greatly perplexed. 

“It was also obvious that she had called to inquire 
before— and had made herself known to you. Other- 
wise the servant would not have announced her as a 
lady to see you.” 

“You’re uncannily quick about some things, 
Wrayburn.” 

“People who live on a tight-rope have to be quick, 
as you call it. You can explain to her, if you like, 
though I am completely indifferent as to that.” 

Rendell rose. 

“You’re going now?” 

“Yes,” Rendell replied, “I think I ought to get 
along.” 

Wrayburn hesitated, then asked in a tone of 
measured precision: 

“Do you think you might walk some of the way 
to Potiphar Street?” 

“Well, I hadn’t thought of it. But I’ve no objec- 
tion. I’d rather like some air.” 

“Then I think I’ll come, too.” 

“Of course. Why not?” 

They put on their overcoats, then went down the 
gloomy stairs in silence. Directly they reached the 



LABYRINTH 


165 

street, however, Wraybum began a long and in- 
tricate account of how he was postponing his next 
bout with the world until the last possible moment. 

He walked with Rendell till they were within a 
short distance of Potiphar Street. Then he said good 
night and left him. 

Rendell had gone perhaps fifty yards when he felt 
a hand on his arm. As he had not heard anyone be- 
hind him, he started violently, then came to a stand- 
still. 

It was Wraybum. 

“I only wanted to know whether you’ve been 
bored. You haven’t? You’re certain? That’s all 
right then— that’s all right.” 


V 

It was Rendell’s custom to glance at the envelopes 
of his letters during breakfast, but not to open them 
till it was over. Then he would light a cigarette and 
give them all his attention. 

On the morning following his visit to Wraybum 
he received more letters than usual. He turned them 
over, guessing their contents, as most of them had 
been forwarded either from the club or his office. 
But there was an exception, and it baffled him. 

He studied it minutely, but this scrutiny only 
convinced him that the handwriting was unknown. 
Had he seen it before, he would not have forgotten 
it— of that he was certain. It was a sensitive, nervous 
hand— the epitome of a personality. 
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He stood the letter against the sugar-basin, then 
propped The Times in front of him, intending to 
read it while he breakfasted. But, more than once, 
his attention reverted to the envelope till, finally, 
he left the leading article unfinished and speculated 
concerning his unknown correspondent. Arriving 
at no conclusion, he finished the meal abruptly, lit 
a cigarette, and opened the letter. 

It was from Rosalie Vivian. 

He found it necessary to read it twice in order 
to master its brief contents, for the satisfaction 
created by hearing from her so dominated the first 
reading that it dulled his understanding. 

At last he put the letter down. She wanted to see 
him, but could not come again to Potiphar Street. 
Hence she asked him to go to her hotel in Knights- 
bridge that afternoon. If he did not telephone, she 
would expect him. 

The inner satisfaction created by this request not 
only surprised Rendell, it also made him realise how 
persistendy Rosalie had haunted his thoughts since 
their first meeting. Simultaneously, he discovered 
that the prospect of seeing her had transformed the 
day. The tentative arrangements he had made 
shrivelled to insignificance. Also, for the first time 
for nearly a year, he gave a thought to his clothes. 

Nevertheless, these reactions disturbed him. It 
was true that Rosalie stimulated him, that even the 
thought of her quickened his imagination, but it was 
also true that he was slighdy afraid of her. She was 
like a magnificent creature in a cage. He admired 
her, pitied her— but the thought of sharing her 
captivity alarmed him. 
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He began to pace up and down the room, sur- 
prised by the nature and intensity of his thoughts. 
Then, suddenly, he remembered a sentence Wray- 
bum had said to him the night before. 

“Probably you’ll marry again— but it will be a 
dangerous sort of affair this time.” 

Rendell came to a standstill, then stabbed his 
cigarette to death in an ash-tray. 

“I’ll have to take a pull on myself,” he announced 
angrily. “I’m losing balance. Damn it. I’ll become 
as queer as the people I’m meeting if I’m not care- 
ful.” 

He arrived at Rosalie’s hotel soon after three- 
thirty. He had some difficulty in finding it, as it 
was off the main thoroughfare and had rather a 
narrow entrance. He passed through a courtyard, 
then paused— aware of the presence of the un- 
familiar. The quiet of seclusion surrounded him. 

“Clever of her to find this,” he said to himself, 
“I’d never heard of it.” 

Directly he gave his name at the bureau, a page 
was summoned, and he was conducted to a lift, 
which deposited him on the third floor. Then he 
went down a broad, thickly-carpeted corridor till 
the page stopped at a door and knocked. 

She rose to greet him as he entered a small round- 
shaped room, the intimate atmosphere of which sur- 
prised him. The means by which she had imposed 
her individuality on it escaped his masculine intelli- 
gence. He was aware only of the result. The 
curtains were drawn, but concealed lighting softly 
illuminated the room. 

“I have shut out the day, I hope you don’t mind,” 
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then, noticing his interest, she added: “You like 
the room?” 

“You might have been here for years.” 

He sat down, then made a number of common- 
place remarks, to which she did not reply. Rendell, 
too, was only dimly aware of their purport, for his 
essential attention was occupied wholly with her 
appearance. 

Till now, he had seen her only in outdoor clothes, 
and the absence of hat, fur coat, and gloves seemed 
to intensify the disturbing element in her beauty. 
Also, for the first time, Rendell became aware of her 
figure. It was lithe, perfectly proportioned, and 
sensitive to a degree so removed from his experience 
that only an extravagant comparison seemed appro- 
priate. It suggested an instrument fashioned to 
transmit an unknown music. Her black clothes 
emphasised the pallor and frailty of her features. 
But, in repose, no less than in animation, an aura 
of intensity invested her. The unexpected seemed 
imminent in her presence. 

Rendell’s commonplace chatter flickered out, and 
he felt— and looked— embarrassed. 

“There ought to be more people like you,” she 
said slowly in her rich deep voice. 

“Why? What do you mean?” 

“It was imaginative of you to talk about the 
weather— to say the hotel was quiet— that it was 
clever of me to find it. It was your way of telling 
me that, if I wished, this meeting could be formal— 
unlike those at Potiphar Street.” 

“Well, perhaps,” he stammered, “I really don’t 
know.” 
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“Although you must know perfectly well,” she 
went on, as if he had not spoken, “that I asked you 
to come here because I wanted to tell you every- 
thing. Didn’t you know that?” she added, after a 
pause, as Rendell said nothing. 

“Well, I suppose it did occur to me.” 

“I have to tell you everything— or not see you 
again. I either trust people entirely, or not at all.” 

A long silence ensued. To be alone with her in 
this intimacy lulled Rendell in an odd interior kind 
of way. He felt he had entered her world, and that 
each moment yielded one of its secrets. 

She sat cross-legged, her hands clasped round her 
right knee, her head thrown back. When she spoke 
it was as if she were continuing a reverie aloud. 

She told him of her childhood in an old house 
surrounded by a great rambling garden, circled by 
trees, twenty miles from London. She was an only 
child, and her parents had spoiled her. From the 
age of twelve she had been educated by governesses, 
as her parents did not approve of the schools in the 
vicinity— and refused even to contemplate sending 
her away. 

Swiftly, vividly, she evoked the spirit of the old 
house with its tree-ringed garden. The world of her 
childhood emerged— not as a memory, but as some- 
thing still existent. She seemed to walk back to it, 
becoming, on the way, the child who had inhabited 
it. Then, with a few sentences, her parents came to 
life. Rendell saw the invalid father, who went for 
a drive each morning at eleven, each afternoon at 
three, when the weather was fine, and who spent 
the rest of his time reading Gibbon, or studying the 
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financial columns of the newspapers. A kind, rich, 
too-indulgent man, who clung to a rigidly-defined 
code, not permitting a thought to stray beyond its 
orthodox limits. Rosalie revealed him as he had 
appeared to her when she was fourteen: a bent, 
wizened man, in an old smoking-jacket, puffing his 
pipe, and shuffling round his large untidy study- 
cursing the Germans and the air-raids, and end- 
lessly proclaiming the Decline and Fall of the British 
Empire. 

Then, with a sentence or two, Rosalie conjured 
up her mother. A frailly-built, beautiful woman, 
whose Trinity consisted of her husband, her 
daughter, and her home. She moved about the 
house like the spirit of tranquillity, dowering each 
room with a dreamy radiance. 

“I was fifteen when the war ended, and during 
the next few years I discovered— most unfortunately 
—that I was a talented person.” 

“Why unfortunately?” 

She gazed at him with blue, frightened eyes for 
some moments— then laughed. 

“I had a gift for drawing, and a gift for acting. 
I was told that I ought to have my voice trained, and 
that I ought to study dancing. I was excited, several 
careers seemed \to be beckoning me. Money was 
poured out in an endless stream for lessons. Every 
morning the car took me to London. For a year I 
studied drawing. Then I gave that up and spent a 
year at a dramatic academy. They said I was most 
promising. But I gave that up, too. Then for some 
time I went from one voice-producer to another. 
But, eventually, I decided I was destined to be a 
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dancer. That lasted some time. And then, suddenly, 
I gave that up— and stayed at home and began to 
study Spanish.” 

“But why didn’t you stick to anything?” 

She looked at him enigmatically. 

“Because I discovered that each meant work— and 
I hadn’t the will. Work— endless work— month after 
month, year after year! And the greater one’s gift, 
the greater the necessity for work. I was done for, 
directly I had reached the limit of what I could do 
naturally. I was a dilettante, a gifted amateur. And 
I was surrounded by students who had to achieve 
something. A car did not bring and fetch them” 

“Well, and then?” Rendell asked, as she remained 
silent, staring at the fire as if she had forgotten his 
presence. 

“I stayed at home and read. I was about twenty- 
one then. I read all sorts of books. I had no method 
—I just read anything that came my way. I drugged 
myself with reading. I didn’t want to go out into 
the world— it reminded me of my failure. I lived 
for three years in a kind of trance. Then— Paul 
Vivian turned up.” 

She leaned back and closed her eyes. Over a 
minute passed before she continued. 

“My father met him through some business or 
other. He was years older than I was— nearly forty. 
He began to come to the house frequently— so kind, 
so solid, so reliable! But, somehow, you could not 
believe he had ever been a child. But my people 
became very fond of him. And then— he fell in love 
with me.” 

She rose slowly, then stood looking down— the 
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firelight kindling her features and dark curly hair. 

“He fell in love with me,” she repeated. “Soon, 
he asked me to marry him. I refused. Then he asked 
again— and again— and again! Still I refused. He 
wasn’t fiery, he was— patient. So were my parents. 
They wanted me to marry him. They were a little 
worried about me. They thought I was a trifle way- 
ward. That was their word. And here was Safety 
First— proposing regularly each month.” 

She knelt down swiftly and peered into the fire. 

“I can see a face!” she exclaimed, with the sudden 
gaiety of a child. “I’ll show you. No! It’s gone!” 

She remained crouched before the fire. It was 
some moments before she went on. 

“So there I was with the three of them. And the 
three of them were willing the same thing. I could 
feel their united will closing round me like a con- 
tracting iron ring. I began to feel depleted. I spent 
whole days lying on a sofa. Twice a week Paul came 
to dinner. Every day he sent flowers. And mother 
began to say: ‘Don’t you think, darling, you’d be 
happier if you settled down?’ ” 

She leaned her head back and laughed— a joyous, 
rippling laugh. 

“And I said to her: ‘I don’t love him.’ And she 
said: ‘That sometimes comes afterwards.’ And I 
asked: ‘After what?’ But she didn’t answer.” 

Again she laughed. 

“And then, at last, weary of it all— and not know- 
ing what to do with my life— I said I’d marry him. 
I told him I didn’t love him, but that didn’t seem 
to worry him. It would have terrified me. Every- 
one was radiant. Paul dined with us nearly every 
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night. At the week-ends he took me out in his large 
car— and told me what a glorious and thrilling thing 
common sense was.” 

After a pause, she said softly: “My God!” 

Instantly, however, she raced him : 

“And then we bought clothes— such lovely clothes! 
—and then the wedding. The bride, a little pale and 
trembling, perhaps, but then— well, you understand 
—she would be quite different— afterwards. And 
then, the departure for the honeymoon. Tears. 
Fluttering good-byes. ‘You will be good to her, 
Paul?’ A manly hand-shake. And then an invalid 
old man and a frail woman craning out of the 
window to see the last of the receding car.” 

Then, after an imperceptible pause, she turned to 
Rendell and asked: 

“Would you like some tea?” 

“Tea!” he almost shouted. 

“Yes, why not? People drink tea in the afternoons. 
Some take milk, some sugar, some neither— and some 
take one or the other. Some have China tea, some 
Indian, some Russian— but tea they all have. It’s 
one of those things that are definitely done.” 

“I could not drink tea to save my life,” Rendell 
announced emphatically. 

“Very well. We’ll have sherry later. Smoke a 
cigarette, and let me know when you would like the 
next instalment of the serial.” 

“What an incalculable being you are!” he ex- 
claimed involuntarily. 

“Well, don’t worry too much— there won’t be any 
more like me soon. But that’s an idea of Ivor’s, and 
he comes— later.” 
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Neither spoke for some moments. Rendell gazed 
at her crouching in the firelight. She looked like a 
child who somehow possessed a woman’s body. 

“Now we continue the serial.” 

She pretended to pick up an imaginary book, 
opened it, then spoke as if she were reading aloud. 

“The bridal pair, still thrilling with the raptures 
of first and passionate love, in due course returned 
to the mother country. Glamorous visions of golden 
Italy still quivered within them, but life— alas!— is 
not one long romance. So they settled down in the 
large commodious London flat— and each day Paul 
went to his prosperous business in the City. But 
what of little Rosalie? Ah! what of her?” 

“Don’t,” said Rendell suddenly. 

“Don’t what?” she demanded. 

“Don’t tell it like that.” 

“Sorry! Do you want to know what it was really 
like?” 

“Yes.” 

“It was hell. For a few months I hoped I’d have 
a child. I didn’t want one particularly, but it was 
my last chance. Do you understand that? No! You 
won’t understand that. Anyway, it didn’t happen. I 
had a nervous breakdown instead. Consternation! 
The family summoned! The great panacea of after- 
wards had failed. Physicians arrived. Injections 
were pumped into me. One young doctor said I 
needed ‘an outlet.’ He was sacked immediately. 
Two eminent greybeards then approached. One said 
nothing, and the other agreed with him. Loaded 
with guineas, they heavily vanished. Then, having 
refused to have all my teeth out, and having refused 
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to have my appendix removed, I was sent to a 
nursing home on the East Coast— in the winter. Do 
you know the East Coast well? No? Then you 
should go there— in the winter. The air is— really— 
very remakable.” 

“Still, I got better slowly,” she went on. “Paul 
only came at week-ends. And I met a woman there 
I liked: grey-haired, very lined, with eyes that were 
saying good-bye to life. I sobbed my story out to 
her one night. ‘Tell me, what can I do?’ I kept 
saying. She took me in her arms and kissed me. 
That was all. Then she went away. So I spoke to 
another woman. And she said: ‘Learn to love your 
husband— it’s your only chance.’ ” 

“Well— and then?” Rendell asked, as she remained 
silent. 

“What? Oh yes! I came back to London and 
began to try to love Paul. Have you ever tried to 
love anyone?” 

“No. I imagine it’s not easy.” 

“There are several methods— and I tried them all. 
One was to keep repeating all Paul’s virtues. He 
was so kind, so indulgent, so solid, so dependable, 
so punctual! That list became my rosary. But, 
somehow, this method wasn’t a scintillating success, 
so I tried another. I kept telling myself how for- 
tunate I was. I had a home, food, cars, lovely 
clothes, jewels, servants. I kept telling myself that 
I was free because I had such a large cage. Then I 
began to wander about the streets, staring at old 
women selling matches— or crouching in comers, 
covered with rags. I tried to become happy by study- 
ing the misery of others. But, somehow, it didn’t 
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work. Then I stayed in the flat and tried to imagine 
what it must be like to live in a slum. And I dis- 
covered that I was living in a slum— of a different 
kind. Then I became religious, and tried to believe 
that my marriage was the will of God. But that 
didn’t work either, because I knew it wasn’t. It was 
the united will of my parents and Paul. And then- 
well, then— I had another nervous collapse. Rather 
an unpleasant one.” 

She put her hand to her forehead, a shiver rippling 
her body. 

“I— I felt queer— mentally. It was odd, rather 
frightening. Sometimes I forgot I was married. 
Once, when Paul came to see me in the nursing 
home, I asked who he was. But that wasn’t all. I 
was terrified of that day when I should look back 
across the flat, monotonous years and be forced to 
say: ‘Yes, that was my life. I have lived like that, 
and— before long— I shall die. It is nearly over, and 
it has been— that!’ ” 

She paused for a moment, then went on: 

“Also, I began to be afraid of air-raids. When I 
was fourteen, a bomb had fallen near our house. 
Still, I got better— slowly. The doctor kept saying 
that what I needed was ballast. I suppose that was 
why, eventually, Paul took me for a long sea trip.” 

She leaned back and laughed, stretching her hands 
toward the fire. 

“Don’t get impatient,” she continued, “the climax 
approaches. We returned to England, and then, 
soon— just as my third nervous collapse was approach- 
ing— I met Ivor Trent.” 

“How long had you been married then?” 
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“About three years. I was twenty-seven. I had 
read Ivor’s books, of course. Some people we had met 
on the trip asked us to dinner, and he was there. 
He was in the hall when we arrived. While Paul 
was taking off his overcoat, we stood motionless, 
looking at each other.” 

There was silence, till she said slowly: 

“Somehow I’ve got to make you understand.” 

Then she described graphically her life with 
Vivian— its regularity, its monotony. The oppres- 
sively solid luxury of the flat: Paul’s City friends: 
the t same conversations endlessly repeated in 
different words: the restaurants they visited: the 
plays they saw— everything defined, everything 
organised, everything hardened by habit. Not only 
did she evoke her life with Vivian, and the atmos- 
phere investing it, but she also made Rendell feel 
the numbing effect of this repetitive existence. 

“That was my life when I met Ivor. And I had 
had two nervous collapses as a result of it. And I 
was on the way to a third.” 

“I shall tell you everything,” she said slowly. 
“The night I met Ivor I felt we were alone, although 
I hardly spoke to him and scarcely looked at him. 
He talked a good deal and I— heard my own language 
again. I was afraid of him. I was afraid of his power 
over me. ‘When we said good-bye, I dared not look 
at him. The next afternoon he rang me up.” 

“He rang me up,” she repeated, “and asked me to 
go to his flat. I obeyed like a slave. He seemed to 
know everything about me without being told. I 
went again to his flat— and again— and again. And 
then he took me as easily as you could take a 
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cigarette from that box.” 

“But when was that— exactly?” Rendell asked in- 
voluntarily. 

“Three years ago.” 

He was glad she was not looking at him. The dis- 
covery that Trent had made Rosalie his mistress just 
at the time when Vera Thornton had entered his 
life, so bewildered Rendell that he dared not speak 
lest his tone should betray him. So, for a consider- 
able period, Trent had been intimate with these two 
women— neither of whom was aware of the other’s 
existence. 

“When I was with Ivor, I had no regrets, no re- 
morse, nothing! It seemed inevitable that we should 
be lovers. I went to his flat every other day. If I 
had not met him I should have, lost my reason. 1 
know that is true! He saved me— and he saved my 
marriage. I know that sounds odd, but it’s the truth, 
all the same.” 

Rendell was about to speak— but she sprang to her 
feet and stood before him, gesticulating wildly. 

“But— Paul! You understand? Paul! Had he 
known about Ivor, his world would have flown to 
pieces. To live with him, day after day, night after 
night, knowing that! And he was happier than he 
had ever been because I was returning to life under 
his eyes. Was I to tell him that Ivor was the reason 
—that when Ivor took me in his arms I sobbed like 
a child because the ice round my heart was melting? 
Was I to tell him that?” 

“Look here,” Rendell began, “you mustn’t excite 
yourself — ” but she silenced him with a gesture. 

“I made Ivor come to the flat. I— I liked the three 
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of us to be together. I can’t explain. Paul wasn’t 
surprised by my friendship with Ivor. He knew I’d 
dabbled with the arts. Above all, he trusted me 
entirely. That’s a dreadful feeling— to be trusted 
entirely! No woman could stand it indefinitely.” 

“But what about Trent?” Rendell asked. “How 
did he see it?” 

Rosalie hesitated, then said slowly: 

“He— well— he thought it was inevitable, and he 
made me feel it was. He’s a very powerful per- 
sonality, you know that. No, of course, you don’t 
know that! Well, he is. He controlled me com- 
pletely. If, when I was alone, a sudden fit of terror 
or remorse seized me, I telephoned him— or went to 
him— and he made me calm again.” 

Rendell said nothing. The knowledge that Vera 
had also visited Trent during the first year of his 
liaison with Rosalie— and that he had treated her 
very differently— made Rendell feel that he was be- 
coming Trent’s accomplice. 

But, fortunately, Rosalie seemed to have forgotten 
him. She had sunk into a chair and was now gazing 
in front of her, seeing the memories she had evoked. 

“How long were you lovers?” Rendell asked at 
last. 

“Three years. He had just finished a book when 
I met him. Listen! Only a few days ago, he suddenly 
said he was going abroad to work again. I begged 
him not to go, but it was useless. He seemed not to 
listen. I was terrified of being left alone with our 
secret. I knew I’d become hysterical and tell Paul. 
But, almost immediately, Paul became ill. He got 
worse and worse. Then, on that Monday night, I 
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saw that paragraph in the paper.” 

She made a movement with her hands as if thrust- 
ing aside something she feared to face. 

“If I had not met you, when I came to Potiphar 
Street, I should have gone mad. Do you know that? 
Ivor was delirious!, I was certain he would betray 
our secret to strangers. I was afraid of blackmail. I 
was afraid of everything. My God, that Monday 
night! I never dreamed that Paul was going to die. 
I thought he would discover everything. Ah, you 
don’t know what I went through that nightl” 

“I’d like to ask you one question,” Rendell said, 
after a silence, “though I suppose it’s an odd one.” 

“Ask me anything. You know everything now.” 

“When Trent is better, would you marry him— 
say, in a year?” 

“No— not now. I thought I was everything to him, 
but I found I wasn’t.” 

“Because he wouldn’t give up going away when 
you asked him?” 

“Yes.” Then, suddenly: “Do you despise me?’" 

“No.” 

“Not even if I tell you I am glad Paul is dead?” 

“No. We all go through hell, sooner or later, and 
—afterwards— we don’t feel like judging others.” 

She did not reply. Rendell glanced at her. She 
was lying back with closed eyes, looking like a child 
asleep in the firelight. He did not know which dis- 
turbed him more deeply— her pathos or her beauty. 

"I’d better go,” he said gently. “You’re tired.” 

"No, no! Please don’t go^'You— you must have 
some sherry. I’ll get it.” V** 

“No, really!” Rendell exclaimed. "I don’t want 
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any. You are exhausted and need a rest, and so I’d 
better go.” 

They had both risen. Suddenly she put her hand 
on his arm. 

“Stay here and dine with me. I shall be alone 
otherwise. And I’m afraid of being alone. I’ve a 
maid with me— but she’s out to-night. Do stay. 
Please stay.” 

The appeal in her eyes embarrassed Rendell, and 
he looked away. 

“Very well, but ” 

“You will! You’ll dine with me! And you’ll tell 
me about yourself. And why you are in that horrible 
house. And— and everything!” 

“Yes, on one ” 

“Ah, you are kind! I was afraid of to-night— afraid 
of sitting alone by that fire, hearing voices and seeing 
things 1 But now I shall be all right. Then, perhaps, 
I shall sleep to-night.” 

“I’m staying on one condition,” Rendell an- 
nounced firmly, “and that is that you have a rest 
now. I’m going to pull that sofa nearer the fire and 
you’re going to have an hour’s sleep.” 

“Very well. And you’ll sit there and smoke. 
Wait!” 

She ran into the bedroom, returning almost 
immediately with an eiderdown. 

“Look!” 

“Good! Now, down you go!” 

She obeyed him and he covered her with the 
eiderdown. 

“Now go to sleep at* once. Not another word!” 

“What a nice person you are!” 
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“To sleep at once,” Rendell repeated, switching 
off the lights. 

He sat down in an arm-chair with an air of 
finality. 

Ten minutes later the sound of regular breathing 
haunted the room. 


VI 

Rendell’s visit to Rosalie created an intimacy which 
transformed his days so swiftly that the process was 
effected before he was aware of it. 

During the next month they met almost daily, 
and most of these meetings were of long duration. 
Frequently they would spend the whole day 
together, the result being that he obtained a deeper 
knowledge of her than a greater number of briefer 
meetings, over a longer period, would have afforded. 

Soon he half believed that several different women 
inhabited her body in turn— one yielding possession 
to the next with bewildering rapidity. 

The range of her emotions; die lightning transi- 
tions from mood to mood; her sudden exaltation; 
her swift relapse to inertia, all fostered the belief 
that although, physically, she was one woman— 
psychically, she was a dozen. 

He would leave her, apparently tranquil as a 
child, intent on some problem relating to clothes. 
He would return and discover an hysterical being, 
lashed by memories and fears. As any attempt at 
consolation precipitated a new crisis, he learned to 
say nothing— and to wait. And he learned this from 
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her maid, whose devotion to Rosalie beggared every 
example of loyalty known to Rendell. She loved 
and served her with the self-immolation of a saint. 

“How on earth do you stand this!” Rendell ex- 
claimed on one occasion when his patience had 
collapsed. 

“She makes you forget it all with a word or a 
look,” the girl replied, with the conviction of ex- 
perience. 

Again and again, Rendell had reason to remember 
Wrayburn’s statement that Rosalie was a “psychic 
invalid,” but as this diagnosis ignored her fascina- 
tion, it gradually lost its significance. She quickened 
Rendell’s imagination, thereby making the world 
more beautiful and more mysterious. He began to 
feel life as she felt it. And he learned that although 
she had no mental consistency, she possessed an 
emotional logic which revealed itself only to sym- 
pathy. He began to respect this, although her actions 
often dismayed or embarrassed him. 

Impulse ruled her. Lacking it, she lapsed into 
inertia. Prompted by it, she would act instantly 
and with a total disregard of the conventions. At 
its bidding, she would rise and leave a restaurant, 
speak to a stranger, or do some deed which de- 
manded considerable moral courage. Her sensi- 
bility to atmosphere— her penetration into the 
characters of people, with no data other than their 
appearance— fascinated and bewildered Rendell till 
he could not decide whether he had been blind be- 
fore meeting her, or whether he, too, was becoming 
a psychic invalid as a result of her influence. 

Her demands, therefore, were many and varied. 
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but he yielded to all of them. She was experiencing 
freedom for the first time and was determined to in- 
dulge its privileges. This determination expressed 
itself in a number of ways, one being that she 
wanted to explore a London she had only glimpsed 
from the security of Vivian's car. She had known 
only the thoroughfares, she now made Rendell take 
her into the by-ways. It was her reaction to her 
husband’s orthodoxy. The sheltered life had been 
a cage— a warm, spacious, luxurious one— but a cage 
none the less. Also, this penetration into an un- 
known London set a gap between her and her 
memories. It created the illusion that a long period 
of time separated her from them. As nothing re- 
called the past, it receded. 

Often, however, Rendell found her impulsive acts 
embarrassing. 

One night, when they were walking down Bond 
Street, she suddenly became interested in a street 
walker, who was hanging about with a dog on a 
lead. 

“Why does that woman have a dog?” she 
demanded. 

“I don’t know, Rosalie, just a whim, I expect.” 

“Perhaps she loves the dog— perhaps it’s the only 
thing she does love. I’m going to ask her.” 

She turned and went up to the woman, Rendell 
having no alternative but to follow, which he did 
very reluctantly. 

'“Why do you have that dog with you?” 

“I’ll soon tell you that,” the woman replied. 
“You see, it’s like this. If a policeman sees me 
$peak to a man, he thinks twice about doing any- 
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thing if I have a dog with me.” 

“But why— why?” Rosalie demanded. 

“Well, if he takes me up for soliciting, he has 
to take me to Vine Street— and the dog to Battersea. 
So he thinks twice.” 

She laughed noisily. 

Rosalie stared at her, then thrust a note in her 
hand and walked away quickly. 

But, almost immediately, she stopped. 

“You’re laughing!” she exclaimed indignantly. 

“I was,” Rendell admitted. “I was amused by the 
inventive genius of the underworld.” 

“It’s horrible! This whole town is horrible! 
We’re all dead people— just dead people walking 
about. There’s nothing in front of us. You ought 
to be able to feel the Future. Do you know that? 
You ought to be able to stretch your hands out and 
feel it. But if you do stretch them out, there’s 
nothing— nothing! We’re ghosts in a tog, looking 
for life.” 

“You can’t see things like that, Rosalie.” 

“Looking for life,” she repeated. 

But these excursions into an unknown London 
were intermittent. Sometimes, for days together, 
she refused to leave her hotel. She would sit silent, 
hour after hour, thereby giving Rendell ample 
opportunity to review the situation. 

His first discovery was the extent to which his 
association with Rosalie had banished Trent to the 
background of his mind. But it was the change in 
her attitude to him which chiefly interested 
Rendell. She seldom referred to him and, if 
questioned, only repeated that his refusal to remain 

K 
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in London— just before her husband’s death— had 
convinced her that their relations were not what 
she had imagined. Even Rendell’s revelations that 
Trent had had rooms in Potiphar Street for years, 
and that he had lied about going abroad, did not 
greatly disturb her. She was of those who trust 
absolutely or not at all. Trent’s refusal to stay in 
London had half-undermined her faith in him. 
Rendell’s revelations completed that process. 

But although she seldom referred directly to 
Trent, she would sometimes ask questions which 
related indirectly to him. 

“That day I came to your room and found it full 
of people,” she once said suddenly. “There was a 
woman there. She was very agitated. What did you 
say her name was?” 

“Vera Thornton,” Rendell replied. 

“Vera Thornton,” she repeated. 

Rendell waited but, as she remained silent, he 
began to speculate concerning her affair with Trent. 

The more he reconstructed this drama, the more 
Trent’s part in it amazed him. To make a neurotic 
woman his mistress— a woman who had had two 
nervous collapses and was on the threshold of a 
third— to maintain that relationship for three years, 
visiting her flat and meeting her husband— was an 
enterprise so outside the boundaries of Rendell’s 
imagination that the atteifipt to bring it within 
them only revealed the impossibility of any under- 
standing of Trent. Leaving aside all other consider- 
ations, why had Trent added risk to risk till they 
piled mountain-high round him? And what type 
of power must he possess to have been able to 
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control Rosalie during those three years? Only one 
thing was certain— his belief in that power must 
have been absolute, otherwise he would not have 
dared to leave her, intending to stay away for a year. 

And, during a great part of this period, Trent 
had been in involved relations with Vera Thornton. 

It was at this point in his speculations that 
Rendell finally surrendered all hope of elucidating 
the mystery of a man capable of such complexities. 

What touched him more nearly, however, was his 
own relations with Rosalie. His daily association 
with her affected him in a number of ways, none 
of which reassured him. He was becoming more 
sensitive, more alive and alert to aspects of people 
and places of which formerly he had been unaware. 
Her influence probed all that was dormant in him. 
He found himself confronted with everything he 
believed was behind him. Old impulses challenged 
him. Established certainties became less solid. A 
strange light slowly invaded his world, altering per- 
spectives, and transforming past and present. He 
felt life more vitally, responded to it more organic- 
ally, and so discovered riches even in the common- 
place. But, also, he began to experience an 
irritability which flamed into being with an inten- 
sity wholly disproportionate to its cause. More and 
more frequently he found himself reacting to trifles 
in a manner which dismayed him. 

But Rendell did not realise Rosalie’s power over 
him till it was established. His defences crumbled 
before he knew he was besieged. Rosalie’s fascina- 
tion differed from that of many women in that it 
was most potent in her absence. When Rendell was 
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with her, he was aware of her weakness. It was when 
he was alone that he discovered his fetters. 

Hence, although the desire for her companion- 
ship increased progressively, it was shadowed by a 
deepening uneasiness. Consequently, while wanting 
it to continue, he hoped that it would end. 

“You can’t stay in this hotel much longer, can 
you?” he asked, one night when they were dining 
together. “What about your people?” 

“I can’t make plans.” 

“But you’ll have to, Rosalie!” 

“I can’t! I’m stunned— and I want to remain 
stunned. My mother keeps writing to ask when I’m 
going to join her in Italy. I told you, didn’t I? that 
my father died a year ago, and since then mother 
practically lives in Italy with her sister. She spends 
nothing and keeps sending me money. But I can’t 
go to her yet.” 

“But why not?” 

“It will make the past real again. When I am 
with you, it does not exist— because you had no part 
in it. But, with her, I shall remember. I shall see 
faces and hear voices. Then I shall be ill again. 
Don’t you understand yet that I’m afraid ?” 

Rendell said nothing and a moment later she 
added: 

“I shall have to go— soon. And then— explana- 
tions, lies, hypocrisy! Two women talking across an 
abyss!” 

She was silent for the rest of the evening and 
Rendell regretted having questioned her. 

But, a week later, she announced the date of her 
departure with characteristic suddenness, and in 
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somewhat dramatic circumstances. 

It was a Thursday. Rendell was to dine with 
Rosalie at eight o’clock. He had had a business 
appointment which had occupied most o£ the after- 
noon and returned to Potiphar Street to dress soon 
after six-thirty. 

To his surprise, he found a letter, addressed in 
Rosalie’s writing, in a prominent position on the 
mantelpiece. 

He tore it open and read: 


Come— directly you get this. Don’t dress. Come. 
Now! 


R. 


Ten minutes later he entered her sitting-room, 
but instantly came to a standstill and looked round 
in astonishment. The room was a chaos of trunks 
and clothes. 

She waved her maid to the bedroom, then crossed 
swiftly to him. 

“Wait! Don’t speak! I’ve seen her!” 

“Seen whom?’’ Rendell demanded. 

“That woman— Vera Thornton.” 

“You’ve seen — ” 

“Yes, yes, yes! I’ve just told you so.” 

“But where?” 

“At Potiphar Street. Listen. Do listen! Sud- 
denly— this afternoon— I knew I’d have to go to 
Italy. I cabled, saying I was leaving to-morrow. 
Then, I couldn’t be alone. I wanted to see you. I 
thought you might be back earlier than you ex- 
pected. So I— are you listening?” 
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"Of course, I’m listening!” 

“So I got a taxi and went to Potiphar Street. I 
was just going to knock, when the door opened and 
—there she was. I told her I wanted to speak to her. 
I made her come into your room.” 

“Well?” 

“I made her sit down. She’s ill— did you know? 
She’s been unable to work for some days. Then I 
told her about myself and Ivor.” 

“You mean you told her ” 

“Everything! She looked like a ghost. At first 
she didn’t believe me. Then she told me that while 
Ivor and I were lovers, she had been visiting his 
flat regularly. And then I didn’t believe her.” 

She paused, then raced on. 

“But she was afraid of me. Wasn’t that odd? I 
said to her: ‘You were his lover too?’ And she 
blushed and said she wasn’t, and that she hated him. 
I thought she was going to faint. She stared at me 
as if she had never seen anyone like me.” 

“I’ll bet a lot she hasn’t,” Rendell cut in, but 
Rosalie went on as if he had not spoken. 

“Then, suddenly, she seemed to regret having 
told me she’d been to Ivor’s flat. She made me 
promise not to tell anyone. And then she began to 
cry. She sobbed— and I knelt and put my arms 
round her.” 

“There’s no one in the least like you anywhere.” 

“And I told her I was going away to-morrow. 
And that I would never tell anyone about her and 
Ivor. I don’t count you. And I also told her I 
should never see Ivor again.” 

“You mean that?” 
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“Yes— never! That woman wasn’t lying. She had 
been to his flat regularly. She’s hopelessly in love 
with him— and she’s terrified of something. Help 
her, if you can, won’t you?” 

“Yes. Did she mention me?” 

“No. But help her— do help her. She’s not far 
from a collapse. I know the signs. Tell me, why 
did Ivor lie to me?” 

“Did he— in so many words?” 

She stared at him with blue bewildered eyes. 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

“Did he say you were the only woman?” 

“No, but ” 

“You assumed it. And so did Vera Thornton. 
And there may be others.” Rendell paused, then 
added: “You’re right not to see him again.” 

“Never! But, whatever he is, I shall be grateful 
to him— always. He saved me. Nothing alters that." 

“How did you leave Vera?” 

“I told her I would help her, if I could, and that 
you would have my address. Then I left her. But, 
in the hall, I ran into that woman with the lovely 
hair. You said she was a model, didn’t you?” 

“Yes; Elsa. Did you speak to her?” 

“No, it was all rather odd. Directly I saw her I 
stopped. We stood and gazed at each other. I felt 
I’d known her always. She smiled, then opened the 
front door for me. And I took her hand and said 
good bye.” 

“But — ” 

“Later, later! I’m terribly busy.” 

She knelt down and began to rummage in a 
trunk, then called her maid, and an endless conver- 
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sation began concerning what she should wear on 
the journey. No sooner was a decision reached than 
it was ridiculed and the discussion renewed. Half- 
filled trunks were ransacked, drawers and ward- 
robes pillaged, till the room resembled a shop that 
had been struck by lightning. 

Rendell stayed till nearly ten o’clock. He re- 
turned the next morning at eleven— when Rosalie 
informed him that she would not be able to go as 
she had no stockings. He was about to refer to the 
dozens of pairs he had seen the night before, but 
a sign from the maid silenced him. He agreed that 
the journey to Italy must be postponed. The three 
of them then remained seated on trunks, listening 
to the ticking clock, till Rosalie suddenly became 
helpless with laughter. Finally, she leapt up, kissed 
the maid, said she was a darling, and announced 
that she would go to Italy. After which, she swung 
round to Rendell and asked if there would be time 
to buy a Dachshund puppy she had seen the day 
before in a Bond Street window. He replied that 
the presence of a small dog might complicate the 
journey. But, as this new difficulty was regarded as 
an overwhelming reason for not going to Italy, 
Rendell promised to inspect the Dachshund the 
next day and purchase it— if he found its attractions 
irresistible... 

They then discovered that Rosalie had not 
bought the tickets. 

So Rendell, having ascertained that Milan was 
their destination, went out and returned in due 
course with the tickets. 

The question of passports then precipitated a 
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new crisis. The maid said Rosalie had them. 
Rosalie replied that she had never seen them— and 
that only criminals required them. She then asked 
Rendell to go and buy some. Half an hour later 
they were found at the bottom of the only trunk 
packed by Rosalie. 

The whole of the hotel staff were then tipped— 
not on the basis of services rendered, but according 
to whether or not Rosalie regarded them as nice 
people. 

Then, having dissuaded her from buying a new 
hat— and having given her some French, Swiss, and 
Italian money— Rendell began to regard her depar- 
ture as a possibility. 

They left the hotel soon after one o’clock: Rosalie 
and Rendell in the car, the maid following in a 
luggage-laden taxi. 

He said little during the drive to Victoria. She 
was going— and he did not know whether they 
would meet again. Although they had met almost 
daily for a month, she had never referred to the 
future. For Rendell, however, it was a fundamental 
issue. He knew that if their companionship were 
renewed, he would become wholly dependent on it. 
He would ask her to marry him. He knew he would 
do this, although his logical faculty regarded such 
a proceeding as worse than folly. 

But, if they did not meet after to-day, sanity 
would prevail— and he would escape. 

He glanced at her. She was leaning forward, 
gazing at the thronged street with an expression 
that was half curiosity and half bewilderment. It 
seemed to him that she had no part or place in the 
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world, that her physical presence in it represented 
a cruel caprice on the part of destiny. She was an 
outcast, endlessly seeking the realm from which she 
had been banished. And so, to her, the normal was 
the unreal; the extraordinary the familiar. 

On reaching Victoria, Rendell was fully occupied 
till ten minutes before the train left. Then he 
joined Rosalie on the platform, leaving the maid to 
attend to the arrangement of the light luggage in 
the carriage. 

Rosalie took his arm and they walked up and 
down the platform. She disassociated herself so 
entirely from the bustle surrounding her that she 
created an illusion of solitude. 

Up and down they went, while she talked quietly 
on a number of subjects in no way connected with 
the journey. Rendell forgot time, place, circum- 
stances. The sound of her voice, the pressure of her 
hand on his arm, the rhythm of her movement 
hypnotised him. 

Porters began to bang doors. 

“You’ll have to get in, Rosalie.” 

They returned to the carriage and Rendell held 
out his hand. 

“You’ll come— in a month?” she asked, as if refer- 
ring to a long-established arrangement. 

“In a month!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, to bring me back.” 

“And then?” he heard himself ask. 

“Oh, then we’ll just go on as we have done. You’ll 
take me to places and show me things.” 

He did not reply. Her hand remained in his. 

“You’ll come— in a month?” she repeated. 
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A whistle blew. 

“Yes, I’ll come— and bring you back. Jump in! 
Quick!” 

She got in a second before the train started. 

As it began to move, she leaned from the window 
and beckoned him. He had to run to keep up with 
her. 

“Don’t forget to go and look at that puppy.” 

She waved her hand and vanished. 

Rendell stood motionless till the train had dis- 
appeared. 

At last he turned and walked slowly towards the 
barrier— a sentence of Wraybum’s circling in his 
mind. 

“Probably you’ll marry again— but it will be a 
dangerous sort of affair this time.” 


VII 

One result,of Rosalie’s departure was Rendell’s re- 
discovery of Time. 

During the last month, time had been an ally: 
now it re-emerged as an adversary. The hours no 
longer flitted past like dancers. Each seemed a 
cripple in a never-ending queue. 

Rendell’s next discovery was the changes which 
had occurred at Potiphar Street. It is true that these 
had been effected some weeks ago, but as he had 
done little more than sleep in his room during the 
last month, he had remained unaware of diem. 
Now he realised their extent and effects. 
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Captain Frazer was still at Ramsgate and no indi- 
cation was obtainable as to the probable date of his 
return. Most of the undesirable lodgers had also 
departed. Mrs. Frazer continued to devote the 
whole of her time to Trent, her former duties being 
executed by Elsa, who, nevertheless, remained in- 
visible— a feat which intrigued Rendell and one 
which continued to intrigue him. But, above all, 
Marsden was now a lodger. This fact had not 
affected Rendell during Rosalie’s regime, but, with 
her departure, it became increasingly prominent 
owing to Marsden ’s importunity. 

At first Rendell resented the casual manner in 
which Marsden assumed that his company would be 
welcome, but this resentment was short-lived, for 
Marsden was perplexed— and this perplexity began 
to interest Rendell. 

In the first place, Marsden’s curiosity concerning 
Trent no longer existed. He seemed to have for- 
gotten that Trent was still in his rooms at the top 
of the house. Marsden was obsessed by Vera, and 
to such a degree that to confide in Rendell was a 
psychological necessity. 

The first night Rendell spent in his room, 
Marsden appeared soon after nine o’clock. 

“So you are in— at last! What the devil have you 
been up to lately? I’ve been here well over a fort- 
night now, and haven’t caught a glimpse of you. 
I began to think you must have gone.” 

“No, not yet— but I’m going in a month.” 

Marsden lowered himself into a chair, then put 
his crutches on the floor. 

There was a silence, then he announced abruptly. 
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“I’m worried.” 

“What about?” 

“Vera” 

Rendell moved uneasily, then began to fill a pipe. 
To discuss Vera with Marsden was a disturbing 
prospect— in view of his inside information concern- 
ing her. There are circumstances in which even to 
listen is hypocritical. 

“To begin with,” Marsden went on, “I don’t 
mind telling you I’m in love with her.” 

He shot an angry glance at Rendell, evidently 
fearing that the latter might regard this information 
as amusing. Marsden was morbidly sensitive con- 
cerning his physical disabilities. 

Eventually he continued: 

“I mean, really in love with her. I want to marry 
her.” 

“Have you told her so?” 

Marsden writhed with irritability. 

“No, I have not! It’s not so simple as all that, 
my dear Rendell. You see ” 

He broke off abruptly. When he went on, it was 
evident that he was not saying what he had origin- 
ally intended. 

“I mean— damn it all! you can’t ask a woman to 
marry you when you can see she’s ill and worried. 
But what bothers me is this— what the hell’s the 
matter with her.” 

“Have you asked her?” 

“Of course I’ve asked her! She says it’s only 
nerves. And that before long she thinks she’s going 
away for a week-end to get some air. It’s all damned 
unsatisfactory. But thank the Lord for one thing— 
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she doesn't care tuppence about Trent. Never 
mentions him. At one time I thought she cared 
quite a bit for him. But I was wrong. I fancy they 
were little more than acquaintances. In fact, I'm 
almost certain they were. After all, I only met her 
once at Trent's flat." 

At this point Rendell discovered that his pipe 
wasn’t drawing properly. He knocked it out, 
cleaned it, and refilled it slowly. But Marsden was 
not expecting any comment from him. He was 
evidently considering whether or not to tell Rendell 
something, for he kept glancing at him, then at the 
fire, thereby revealing a state of considerable in- 
decision. . 

“Look here, Rendell," he burst out at last, “there's 
something I've got to explain. I've meant to tell 
you before. It’s this. That foggy Sunday we dined 
together, you remember?" 

“Of course I remember. The place was empty 
and we talked about Trent while we dined." 

“Yes— well— it's not easy to explain. You see, 
it’s like this. I hadn’t seen you for some years 
and — ” 

“And you'd every reason to think it would be 
years before you saw me again," Rendell cut in. 

“Well, I don't know. Still, perhaps you're right. 
Yes, I think you are right. Well, what I mean is, I 
believe I talked as if I owed Trent quite a lot." 

“You certainly did." 

Marsden^ twisted uneasily on his chair. 

“I— I was romanticising. That's the point I want 
to make. I believe I told you some schoolboy inci- 
dent about a bully. And— and one or two other 
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things. Well, I exaggerated. 1 want you to know 
that.” 

Rendell said nothing. Marsden’s manner irri- 
tated him even more than his remarks. He was con- 
vinced that Marsden had told the truth when they 
had dined together— and that now he regretted it. 
Why this should be so Rendell could not imagine, 
but it was very clear that the necessity for this con- 
versation— whatever that necessity might be— was a 
whip to 'Marsden’s vanity. 

“Why are you telling me all this, Marsden? What 
does it matter to you what I think about your rela- 
tions with Trent?” 

Marsden started a sentence, then abandoned it. 
He began another— and broke off. After which he 
fidgeted with his tie till Rendell’s patience ex- 
ploded. 

“Oh, for God’s sake say what you’ve got to say— 
or let’s cut the whole thing out!” 

He almost shouted the words. 

Marsden stared at him in astonishment, but 
there was a respectful note in his voice when he 
said: 

“I say! You’ve altered. You used to be a collected 
person. What have you been doing lately?” 

Rendell put his pipe down, then got up and took 
a cigarette from a box on the mantelpiece. 

“I don’t want you to tell me anything, Marsden. 
But, if you want to, then say it— or leave it alone. 
So I ask again: what does it matter what I think 
about you and Trent?” 

“It does matter,” Marsden replied emphatically. 
Then, after a pause, he exclaimed angrily: “Do you 
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think I want all that nonsense I told you repeated 
to Vera?” 

“Oh, so that’s it?” 

“Yes— that’s itl I don’t want her to think I’d be a 
nobody if I hadn’t met Trent.” 

<i?S?ou can count on me not to say anything to 
her.” 

“Then you’ve not told her what I said that 
Sunday?” Marsden asked eagerly. 

“Not a word of it.” 

“Good! That’s all right. And you don’t think 
she’ll want to discuss Trent with me?” 

“But you said she didn’t.” 

“I know, but I mean in the future. Supposing we 
married, I don’t want to be cross-examined about 
Trent.” 

“I’m sure she won’t want to be either. You can 
put the whole subject out of your head.” 

Marsden settled himself more comfortably. 

“Goodl I shall wait till she’s a bit better and then 
I’ll ask her to marry me. But I tell you again 
—there’s something odd about her. I was at her 
place the other night and— when the postman came 
—she went as white as a sheet. I’m damned if I know 
what’s wrong.” 

This was the first of several conversations, none 
of which enhanced Rendell’s opinion of Marsden. 
What did interest him, however, was the news con- 
cerning Vera, for Rendell could not imagine what 
could have produced this new frenzy of fear. She 
had seemed satisfied that her secret was safe when 
he had left her that night at her flat. What had hap- 
pened since? Did she regret her confession to him? 
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Possibly. Anyway she was avoiding him. That was 
certain. 

But, apart from Vera and Marsden, there was 
Denis Wrayburn— a deeper problem than either 
and one which touched Rendell’s conscience. 

He had only seen Wraybum two or three times 
during the last month and, on each occasion, 
Rendell had made the meeting a brief one. It was 
easy to explain this neglect by enumerating the 
demands made by Rosalie, but this explanation 
would have been more convincing if Rendell had 
felt that he wanted to see Wraybum now he was 
free. But he did not. He saw little of him, despite 
a deepening premonition that he was necessary to 
Wraybum, in some mysterious way. 

In the first place, the house in Waldegrave Road 
depressed him. There it stood, the gloomiest in 
the gloomy row, in a narrow badly-lit street 
which seemed eternally shrouded in mist. The 
high wall opposite the dreary houses made 
oppression more oppressive. To walk down Walde- 
grave Road was to experience the monstrous sensa- 
tion that one was the only mourner at one's own 
funeral. 

Wraybum's room, too, began to affect Rendell 
unpleasantly. The mathematical precision domin- 
ating every detail created a non-human atmosphere. 
Rendell felt that the room was inhabited by a brain, 
not a man. And although he attempted to dismiss 
this new sensibility as an effect of Rosalie's in- 
fluence, he became more and more subject to it. 
Soon, every visit to Waldegrave Road represented 
a definite act of his will. And every visit created a 
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deeper dislike of the road, the house, and Wray- 
burn’s room. 

But the chief fact was that Wrayburn himself 
interested him less and less. This discovery shocked 
Rendell, for their first conversations had been 
stimulating. Subsequent ones, however, lacked sub- 
stance. To sit listening to theories, criticism, and 
abstract ideas made Rendell feel he was suspended 
in a void haunted by a voice. Every thing familiar 
disappeared. Wrayburn was the eternal onlooker. 
He stood, remote and removed from the arena- 
watching, assessing, defining. He was not alive, he 
was a commentary on life. He haunted the human 
scene, notebook in hand. He saw everything— and 
felt nothing. 

Often, Rendell ceased to listen. The pedantic 
voice went on, but Rendell would begin to think 
about Rosalie. Sometimes he seemed to see her 
beauty hovering behind the chair in which the inert 
Wrayburn sprawled. Then he would marvel that 
one world could house two beings so dissimilar. 

The first meeting after Rosalie’s departure bored 
Rendell. This fact emerged like a mountain from 
a sea of mist. But, to Rendell’s dismay, he somehow 
knew that Wrayburn had expected and feared 
the advent of this boredom. And, knowing this, 
Rendell realised that the experience was not a new 
one for Wrayburn. It had happened again and 
again. He had had hosts of acquaintances— but 
to-day he was alone. Rendell knew, although he was 
never told, that he was Wrayb urn’s only visitor. 
And this knowledge disturbed him, for it imposed 
a responsibility for which he felt totally inadequate. 
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But it did more than this. During the last year 
Rendell had imagined that he had experienced lone- 
liness. A glance at Wrayburn convinced him that 
he was a stranger to it. Rendell had only felt lonely. 
Wrayburn was loneliness. It enclosed him like a 
coffin of ice. 

So although Rendell visited him two or three 
times after Rosalie’s departure, it was at the prompt- 
ing of pity. But Wrayburn was not deceived. He 
had known that Rendell was bored long before the 
latter had realised it. Wrayburn was fami li ar with 
recurring decimals. 

But he said nothing. He withdrew into himself 
as if making a final demand on inner reserves. 

Then, one night, Rendell received a postcard. It 
was the first communication he had had from Wray- 
bum. It consisted of a line, written in a thin 
spidery hand. 

Come, to-morrow at eight— for five minutes. 

D. W. 

Precisely at eight o’clock Rendell reached 4, 
Waldegrave Road and pulled the bell, then stood 
listening to its sepulchral summons in the dark 
depths of the basement. 

In due course, the barrel-shaped landlady 
appeared. She was breathless, as usual, but some- 
how her round puffy face with its red patches 
seemed especially repellent. 

Rendell attempted to hurry by her, but she 
planted herself resolutely in the narrow hall, there- 
by barring the way very effectually. 
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“Oh, it’s you, is it? Well, you can tell young 
Touch-Me-Not that he can’t kid me. See ? I know 
he’s ill— and won’t say so. Shivering up there like a 
rat, he is, although that gas fire of his is going fit 
to roast an ox.” 

She scowled malignantly at Rendell. 

“Take the trouble, I did, to go up all them stairs 
yesterday to see what had happened to him. Door 
locked, if you please! ‘It’s only me,’ I calls out. But 
no reply from Hoity-Toity. ‘It’s me— Mrs. Mun- 
nings!’ I fair shouted. 1 did straight. And what do 
you think he says? ‘Go away.’ ” 

Her little eyes flashed with anger. 

“ ‘Go away!’ There’s a gentleman for you! ‘I’ll 
go,’ I says, ‘but don’t say I didn’t come, when you 
get worse.’ I was put about, I can tell you. I know 
his sort. Snake in the grass, if you ask me.” 

Rendell escaped and hurried to Wraybum’s 
room, the door of which had been unlocked at eight 
o’clock precisely. 

Wraybum was in bed. He did not speak, or give 
any sign of greeting when Rendell entered the 
room, the atmosphere of which was that of an oven. 
Rendell glanced at him, at first casually, then appre- 
hensively. Illness had accentuated the narrowness 
of the face to an alarming degree. He lay motion- 
less, staring through Rendell with cold implacable 
eyes, while the latter fully realised what a stick of 
a man Wraybum was. The bedclothes did not re- 
veal the contour of a body. The head on the pillow 
was the only evidence that the bed was occupied. 

“What’s wrong with yovi?” Rendell began, but he 
got no further. 
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“Just one moment.” 

Wraybum raised himself, slowly and with diffi- 
culty, then produced a notebook from under his 
pillow, which he handed to Rendell. 

“I want you to get the things listed there— and 
to bring them here to-morrow morning at ten 
o’clock.” 

The list related chiefly to food, with precise 
details of the shops at which it was to be procured 
and the price to be paid. 

“I’ll do that, of course, but ” 

“I shall then be independent of that animal 
downstairs. Tell her if she comes to this room 
again, I shall instantly give her a week’s notice.” 

He leaned back on the pillow and closed his eyes. 

“But look here— I can’t leave you like ” 

“Please go now. Lock the door after you, then 
push the key under it.” 

The tone was so final that Rendell obeyed. He 
glanced again at Wrayburn. He seemed like a man 
whose will was turned wholly inward. 

Rendell went out, locked the door, pushed the 
key under it, then went downstairs. He gave Mrs. 
Munnings Wraybum’s message, ignored her angry 
comments, and left the house. The next morning 
he returned at ten o’clock with the stores Wraybum 
required. He accepted them in silence, then waved 
Rendell out of the room. 

Several days passed, during which Rendell’s 
anxiety increased till he was about to go to Walde- 
grave Road, if only to ascertain whether Mrs. Mun- 
nings knew how Wraybum was. But, knowing that 
Wraybum would deeply resent any interference, he 



206 


THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


decided to wait another day before making any in- 
quiries. 

At nine-thirty that night, however, when Rendell 
was alone in his room, writing to Rosalie, the door 
opened and Wrayburn appeared. 

Rendell was so intent on his letter that he re- 
mained unaware of Wrayburn’s presence till he 
looked up and saw him standing in the doorway. 

It might have been the shock of thus discovering 
him, or something spectral in his appearance, but a 
sudden chill invaded Rendell as he sat looking up 
at him. 

He rose slowly and took a step towards him. 

“Hullo! Are you ” 

“Could you oblige me with a bottle of whisky?” 

Wrayburn spoke with icy precision. 

“Yes, of course. I’ll get it.” 

Rendell turned, not sorry to escape from Wray- 
bum’s steely scrutiny. The request amazed him, for 
Wrayburn never touched alcohol. Presumably he 
wanted the whisky for medicinal purposes. 

Rendell shot a glance at him unobserved. Wray- 
bum was no better— that was certain. Only his will 
was maintaining him. 

“There you are,” Rendell said, handing him a 
bottle. “Anything else? Or are you all right now?” 

“I’m all right— now.” 

Rendell turned and bent down, intending to lock 
the cabinet from which he had taken the bottle. He 
had always locked it when Captain Frazer had been 
in the house and continued to do so from habit. 

Hearing no movement behind him, he assumed 
that Wrayburn had gone, so he took the opportunity 
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to arrange the bottles in the cabinet before locking 
it. 

Nearly a minute passed. 

“Good-bye, Rendell.” 

He started violently. He had been certain that 
Wraybum had gone. He rose quickly and turned 
round. 

But the room was empty. 

“Well, I’m damned! I suppose he’s all right. 
Anyway, you can’t ask him anything.” 

He returned to the table and tried to continue 
his letter, but it was useless. Wraybum haunted 
him. He kept looking up to see if he had returned. 

At last he abandoned the letter, and began to 
pace the room, reviewing his relations with Wray- 
burn from their first conversation in that restaurant 
to their extraordinary meeting to-night. 

Finally, he went to bed. But he slept abominably, 
owing to a succession of bad dreams— in every one 
of which someone called to him in a language he 
did not understand. 


VIII 

The next morning Rendell left the house soon after 
breakfast and was out the whole of the day. 

He returned at six o’clock to find Marsden in his 
room— a pale gesticulating Marsden, who bran- 
dished a newspaper frantically. 

“Wraybum!” 

“Well, what’s wrong?” 
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Marsden thrust the paper at him. 

“Look! . . . There!” 

Rendell took the paper mechanically, but con- 
tinued to gaze at Marsden incredulously. 

“For God’s sake, read it, Rendell!” 

TRAGEDY AT FULHAM 


MAN FOUND DEAD IN GAS-FILLED ROOM 

The print became a blur and the paper fell from 
his hand. 

“Wraybum?” 

Rendell did not recognise his own voice. 

“Yes, yes! Read it!” 

Rendell picked up the paper. 

He read slowly— frequently finding it difficult to 
understand the simplest words. 

He learned that at twelve o’clock that morning a 
Mr. Scott— who was a lodger in 4, Waldegrave Road, 
Fulham— thought he detected a faint smell of gas 
on the top floor. He knocked several times on the 
door of a room occupied by a Mr. Denis Wraybum, 
but could obtain no reply. Becoming alarmed, he 
went downstairs and informed the landlady, Mrs. 
Munnings. She went with him to the top floor and 
he knocked again more violently, but with the same 
result. 

Then, with great difficulty, Scott broke the door 
in. The room was full of gas. Wraybum was lying 
fully dressed on the bed— dead. He had been dead 
for some hours. 

Scott immediately telephoned the police, who 
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arrived a few minutes later. Soon after their depar- 
ture a reporter appeared, to whom Scott gave a 
graphic account of his discovery. 

On a little table by the bed were three pound 
notes, and a bottle of whisky— half empty. But what 
amazed Scott were the elaborate precautions taken 
by Wraybum to ensure that no gas should escape 
from the room. Windows, door, fireplace, were 
covered with thick close-fitting felt. Even the cracks 
in the boards were plugged with wadding. “It must 
have taken him hours,” was Scott’s final statement. 

Rendell folded the paper carefully and put it on 
the table. Then he picked up his hat. 

“Why— what— where are you going? Rendell!” 

Marsden shouted the last word, for Rendell had 
turned and was going out of the room. 

A moment later the front door closed behind him. 

He began to walk rapidly, unaware of direction. 
The rain which had been threatening all day was 
now falling heavily, but he did not notice it. On 
and on he strode, conscious only of a necessity for 
speed. . . . 

That gas fire . . . that huge gas fire . . . the 
bottle of whisky— half empty. . . . He had plugged 
the cracks in the floor with wadding. . . . The cold 
grey eyes, intent on their task. The long slender 
fingers— 

Wraybum! 

Long-forgotten incidents flashed upward from his 
memory, like sparks. That first visit to Wraybum’s 
room— the cigarettes, the black coffee. Wraybum 
had walked back with him that night. Yes, nearly 
to Potiphar Street. Then they had parted. And— 
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a few moments later— he had felt a hand on his arm. 
“I only wanted to know whether you’ve been bored. 
You haven’t? That’s all right then— that’s all right.” 

(The rain was blinding him. He couldn’t see 
where he was going.) 

Lying fully dressed on that bed. Dead for some 
hours. That’s what the paper said. . . . 

When was it he had come for the whisky? Last 
night? Yes, last night. 

“Could you oblige me with a bottle of whisky?” 

“Yes, of course. I’ll get it.” 

.... How many days had passed since he had 
taken those things to Waldegrave Road at ten 
o’clock that morning? Four days? Five days? Five 
days! He had been alone in that room for five days 
—his body an arena where Will had wrestled with 
Illness. And yet, had he been ill— physically? Or 
had his Will had Loneliness for adversary? 

Courage! Wrayburn’s courage! To pit himself 
alone against a world— to make no concessions— to 
take his stand on himself. What a Will had been 
sheathed in the fragile scabbard of that body! 

.... The way he used to flush suddenly . . . 
the quick flick of his hand to dismiss a subject . . . 
the slender body . . . the narrow head . . . the 
dank little beard. 

Wrayburn! 

There was something rare about him; something 
beautiful, with a non-human beauty; something 
unique. 

Thrown away on a rubbish heap! A spirit to 
whom the world was a wilderness. A spirit, seeking 
its kindred and finding them not. A spirit doomed 
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to come to earth— perhaps to expiate the dark acts 
of its pride. The Stranger— the Solitary— the Alone. 

Wraybum! 

That gas fire— the rugs arranged on the floor in 
a geometrical pattern— the way he studied each cup 
to make certain of its absolute cleanliness— the row 
of dictionaries on that shelf— the divan bed. . . . 

And he had become bored by him. He had visited 
him less and less frequently. Only to listen had been 
asked of him— but he had refused even to listen. 
The last human being had deserted Wraybum. 
Each day his money grew less. (Three pounds on 
the little table by the bed!) Every hour the necessity 
for another “bout with the world” came nearer. 
For five days he lay on that bed and watched it come 
nearer— nearer. 

And then— his last bout with the world. . . . 

The rain must be heavier than ever. He had run 
into something. It was a tree. He was on the 
Embankment. His clothes were drenched. 

That night at the restaurant! Wraybum had 
given his hat and coat to the waiter, telling him pre- 
cisely how they were to be dried. 

His clothes— Wrayburn’s clothes. 

“Wouldn’t you guess, from their general neatness 
and all that, that this rig-out is the only one I 
possess? Wouldn’t you— wouldn’t you?” 

That is what he had said. 

Were his clothes still in that room at the top of 
the house? 

Mrs. Munnings! 

Wraybum— Mrs. Munnings. . . . 

But, of course, all this would pass. This storm of 
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emotion and memory would not last. He would 
forget. Days would become weeks, weeks— months. 
He would go to Italy. (Rosalie! Yes, yes, of course 
—Rosalie!) 

And yet, perhaps, sometimes— suddenly— he would 
remember a night of rain on the Embankment. 

Rain, rain, endless rain— drenching him, blinding 
him! 

Wray burn! 


IX 

During the next few days Rendell became the chief 
actor in the last two scenes of Wraybum’s tragedy— 
the inquest and the funeral. 

He gave evidence at the former, but was not re- 
quired to identify the body, as Mrs. Munnings per- 
formed that duty with an exuberance which 
amounted to gusto. 

Aiter which, she steeped herself in the grim 
squalor of the inquest with the liveliest satisfaction. 

Nevertheless, unwittingly, she rendered a service, 
for her evidence revealed a rock-like certainty that 
insanity was the cause of Wrayburn’s suicide. In 
fact, she hotly contested the suggestion that his in- 
sanity was of a temporary nature. She dogmatically 
asserted that Wrayburn had been mad the first day 
she ever set eyes upon him— nearly a year ago. 

“The morning he took the room, I said to Mrs. 
Marks— ‘You mark my words,’ I said to her, ‘there’s 
a screw missing somewhere.’ And she says to me: 
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‘Then don’t you take him, but— there!— no good 
talking to you. Always helping others, you are.’ But 
I says to her ” 

Mrs. Munnings, being restrained by the coroner 
at this point, concluded her evidence by giving her 
account of the five days preceding Wraybum’s 
suicide. 

Frequently her voice sank to a whisper in order 
to italicise her more dramatic statements. 

“I told him he was ill. But— no!— he must know 
best. Door always locked— and never a sound. No 
doctor, and him getting what meals he had. Yes! 
believe it or not, that’s what he did. I’d creep up 
all them stairs and listen. Lor! I could hear my 
own heart beating. I could straight. Then I’d put 
my ear to the keyhole. Nothing! One evening I 
called out: ‘You all right, Mr. Wraybum?’ Not a 
sound! I stood there all gooseflesh.” 

A brief pause. 

“Up I went again the next morning. Don’t you 
think I neglected him! Not me! I always feel sort 
of motherly to me lodgers. Silly, I daresay, but I do 
—it’s me nature. So up I went next morning— and 
there was an envelope pushed under the door. Lor! 
I thought, here’s a change! And what do you think 
it was? A week’s notice.” 

Mrs. Munnings looked at the jury — her little 
black eyes extended to their maximum capacity. 

“A week’s notice! It stabbed me to the heart. 
God forbid that I should say a word against the 
departed— no, not me! Vengeance is mine, saith the 
Lord. And then, the next night, I think it was, any- 
way it was the night, I happened to be in the hall 
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about nine o’clock, I should say. And I heard some- 
one coming downstairs.” 

A long pregnant pause. 

“It was him . Lor! I thought it was a ghost. Step 
by step, he come down them stairs. I can see him 
now. He looked that queer I thought he was walk- 
ing in his sleep. I did straight. ‘Don’t tell me you’re 
going out a dirty night like this,’ I says to him. 
Scared I was, and I don’t mind owning it. He passed 
me— as near as that— and never a word. Opens the 
front door and out he goes.” 

Mrs. Munnings nodded her head repeatedly and 
significantly. 

“Well, I went down to wash up some things, and 
then I go up and into a room off the hall— and stay 
there, in the dark, with the door ajar. And then 
before so very long I hear a latch key. There I stood 
in that dark room, holding the door open an inch or 
two. He never knew I was in that room, watching 
him. I see him go up the stairs slowly— carrying a 
bottle of whisky. Lor! I said to myself, here’s a 
change. Up he goes, but he stops once and leans 
against the banisters. Then he goes on, and I never 
see him ” 

Mrs. Munnings collapsed, and received the minis- 
trations of Mrs. Marks. 

Rendell was the last to give evidence. 

He explained that he had known Wraybum only 
a few weeks; that he was a highly-strung sensitive 
man of considerable intellectual capacity; and one 
who held the most pessimistic views concerning 
world conditions. Wraybum was a thinker and a 
student. He had no friends— apparently no relatives 
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—and no money. He had gained a precarious living 
in a number of jobs— all of a temporary nature. He 
was ill— and the necessity for obtaining employment 
preyed on his mind. He was very independent and 
would have refused any offer of financial help. Also, 
and above all, he was terribly lonely. It was im- 
possible to over-emphasise that fact. 

“I blame myself bitterly,” Rendell concluded, 
“for not seeing him more often. I knew he was 
lonely, but I failed him. As I said earlier, Wraybum 
apparently had no relatives, but I shall, of course, 
make myself responsible for the funeral.” 

Suicide While of Unsound Mind. 

This verdict did not satisfy Mrs. Munnings. It 
was too familiar to be dramatic. She had expected 
something sensational. She did not know the mean- 
ing of Felo-de-se, but she liked the sound of it. Also, 
her sense of reverence was outraged by the know- 
ledge that Wraybum would receive Christian 
burial. Mrs. Munnings didn’t like that at all— 
and she was confident that God wouldn’t like it 
either. 

Still, she recovered. And the chief cause of that 
recovery was Rendell. 

Till now, Mrs. Munnings had regarded him as a 
nobody. The fact that he was Wraybum’s friend 
had convinced her of his social insignificance. But 
the proceedings in the Coroner’s Court transformed 
this opinion. He was going to pay for the funeral! 
Clearly, therefore, he had money to waste. A 
pauper’s funeral was quite good enough for Wray- 
bum. Also, the coroner had treated him with 
respect. Yes, there was something impressive about 
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him— although he was living in a Chelsea lodging- 
house. 

Mrs. Munnings became cringingly obliging to 
Rendell. Then, as that was not an outstanding suc- 
cess, she adopted a confidential motherly manner, 
referring to Wrayburn on one occasion as “our poor 
boy.” But, as Rendell remained unresponsive to 
these solicitations, Mrs. Munnings consulted Mrs. 
Marks. The latter, however, had not been idle. She 
had made certain underground inquiries at No. 77, 
and was therefore in a position to report that 
Rendell was a proper gent who had money to bum. 

Mrs. Munnings’ next move was to hint— in the 
pleasantest manner possible— that Rendell might 
find Waldegrave Road more comfortable than 
Potiphar Street. She even suggested that, as Wray- 
bum’s room was now vacant, he might care to take 
it— for old times’ sake. 

These attentions infuriated Rendell, but he was 
forced to conceal the fact, for he was determined 
that Mrs. Munnings should not attend the funeral. 
As that lady anticipated that function with ghoulish 
cravings, diplomacy was essential. And friendly rela- 
tions are conducive to successful diplomacy. 

“About the funeral, Mrs. Munnings.” 

“Lor, Mr. Rendell! You’ve taken the very words 
out of my mouth.” 

“You could help me quite a lot, if you would.” 

“Anything to oblige you, Mr. Rendell.” 

“It’s like this. I’ve put an announcement in the 
papers, of course. Among other things, it says: 
‘Flowers to 4, Waldegrave Road,’ and ” 

“Flowers! There won’t be no flowers! Why, the 



LABYRINTH 


217 


pore feller hadn't a relative and ” 

“We don't know that," Rendell cut in. “He may 
have some in the North. So I think it would be 
better if you and Mrs. Marks stayed at home— in case 
of unexpected arrivals. It would be a great relief to 
me if you did.” 

“Well, I've said it before and I say it again— any- 
thing to oblige you, Mr. Rendell." 

But her tone lacked conviction, for disappoint- 
ment paralysed her. Rendell's request created civil 
war in Mrs. Munnings. Determination to please 
him conflicted with her desire to attend the funeral. 
But her greed was greater than her morbidity and 
so it triumphed. It was, in fact, so much greater 
that she accepted Rendell's flimsy fiction, concern- 
ing the possible arrival of relatives, in a wholly un- 
critical spirit. 

That night Rendell went to Marsden’s room and 
briefly reported his success. He ended by saying: 

“So there will only be the two of us at the funeral 
to-morrow. We leave here at twelve." 

“But— I’m not coming!" 

“You're not!" 

“No. Funerals depress me." 

“Really?" 

“Oh yes, frightfully. But, I say," Marsden went 
on quickly, “did you actually put an announcement 
in the papers, mentioning flowers, and all that?" 

“Yes, of course. Wraybum's known hosts of 
people in his day. Surely to God someone will turn 
up— or send a wreath— or do something!" 

“I doubt it," Marsden replied judicially, “people 
are pretty callous nowadays. Personally, I'm not 

v 
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sending a wreath, but then— of course— we didn’t hit 
it off. That’s the fact— and there’s no point in being 
sentimental.” 

“None whatever.” 

Rendell left it at that, and went down to his own 
room. 

So, at twelve the next day, a hearse— with one 
wreath on the coffin— and a car, with one occupant, 
left Chelsea. 

It was a blank anonymous day, grey with frost, 
but Rendell scarcely noticed it. He was in that state 
in which nothing seems so fantastic as facts. He was 
attending the funeral of a man called Denis Wray- 
burn. He was paying for it. He was the solitary 
mourner. A few weeks ago he had not known 
of Wrayburn’s existence. He had met him be- 
cause of Ivor Trent— a man he did not know, and 
had not seen. Those were the facts, but they seemed 
like fictions. Rendell felt he was watching himself. 

Then, incontinently, he remembered a remark of 
Rosalie’s concerning Wraybum. He had asked her 
what she made of him and, after a silence, she had 
said: 

“Have you ever seen a photograph of a polar land- 
scape?” 

“Yes-why?” 

“I saw one once— and it reminded me of Wray- 
burn.” 

That was pretty good, in its way. Terror— isola- 
tion— beauty. Yes, he knew what she meant. . . . 

It would take some time to get to the Crema- 
torium. It was odd how he had instinctively decided 
on cremation. They had asked him about an urn 
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and a plaque. He had not replied— and the man had 
said: 

“Some people decide to have the ashes scattered 
in the garden.” 

And, again, he had known instinctively that this 
was appropriate. Then nothing would bear witness 
to Wrayburn’s sojourn on earth. Somehow that 
seemed right to Rendell. . . . 

He looked out of the window. A man had taken 
his hat off and now stood staring at the hearse with 
apathetic interest. He had a round red face, with 
fish-like eyes, and a heavy corpulent body. Never- 
theless Rendell felt grateful to him. He had become 
Wraybum’s mourner for ten seconds. 

At last the car drew up at the Crematorium. 
Rendell went to the chapel, confident he would find 
someone who had known Wrayburn. But it was 
empty. 

A few minutes later the brief service began. 
Rendell occupied the pew for the chief mourners, 
but he heard and saw nothing. He was alone. That 
fact dominated him. No one else had come, or sent 
a flower. 

At a given point in the service, the coffin slowly 
moved from its resting place and disappeared 
through a narrow aperture. Rendell watched it 
vanish, feeling that a fantastic dream had reached 
its climax. 

The service ended— and the parson shook hands 
with him. Then an official appeared and asked. 

“Would you care to see the garden, sir?” 

“Thank you. Yes, I should.” 

They walked in silence till they reached a long 
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colonnade, facing a garden. 

“It doesn’t look its best to-day, sir, I’m afraid, but 
it’s a beautiful garden.” 

“I am glad to have seen it. Thank you so much.” 

And now? Well, now, of course, he would drive 
back to Chelsea. It was over. There was nothing 
more to be done here. 

He went to the car and said to the driver: 

“Take me to 4, Waldegrave Road, Fulham, will 
you?” 

After all, he would have to see Mrs. Munnings 
once more. 

Meanwhile, Mrs Munnings was awaiting him in 
a state of prostration, the day having proved an un- 
fortunate one for her. 

In the first place, she and Mrs. Marks had made 
certain preparations for the refreshment of Wray- 
burn’s relatives. Tea had been laid in Mrs. Mun- 
nings’ room, and a large cake— coated with magenta- 
coloured icing— stood proudly in the centre of the 
table. 

But time had passed and no one had arrived. 
This in itself was irritating enough, for Mrs. 
Munnings had rehearsed a long speech— dealing 
with her devotion to the departed— and was anxious 
to deliver it. Mrs. Marks, too, eagerly anticipated 
this event— having heard the speech three times, and 
not wishing the experience to be repeated in- 
definitely. 

But the non-arrival of relatives was not the cause 
of Mrs. Munnings’ prostration. In fact, she had for- 
gotten it. It was a scratch— and Mrs. Munnings had 
just received a blow. 
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She had been out most of the morning with Mrs. 
Marks, and certain of her lodgers— who were most 
anxious to see her— had remained ignorant of her 
return till nearly one o’clock. Then three of them 
burst in on Mrs. Munnings and Mrs. Marks and 
announced that they must speak to the former on a 
matter of urgent importance. 

Two were elderly women, the third being an old 
man with a jovial expression, who drank a bit, but 
always paid his rent regularly. They represented 
Mrs. Munnings’ oldest and most reliable lodgers. 
Also, and above all, each of them was afraid of 
her. 

But now they trooped into her room— very ex- 
cited, very scared, and all talking simultaneously. 
It was some time therefore before Mrs. Munnings 
could elicit a coherent statement, but, first by shout- 
ing them down and then by cross-examining each in 
turn, she managed to learn the facts. 

Briefly summarised, these were to the effect that, 
since the night of Wrayburn’s suicide, they had 
slept very badly. At first they had thought this was 
only nerves, but— last night and the night before- 
each of them had heard sounds in Wraybum’s room. 
Yes they had! Mrs. Munnings could say what she 
liked, but they had. Sounds of hammering— then 
a curious sound as if someone was on hands and 
knees plugging the cracks in the floor. And that 
wasn’t all! Last night Miss Wilkins— the elder of 
the two women— had heard someone in the passage 
outside her room. She got up and opened the door 
—and there was a Figure on the stairs with a bottle 
of whisky in its hand. Oh yes there was! She saw 
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it with her own eyes, and seeing was believing, so 
she had always been told. And Miss Wilkins wasn’t 
staying any longer in a haunted house. No, she 
wasn’t— not likely 1 And neither were the others. 
They were all frightened to death— and they were 
all going now. They had packed and were leaving 
immediately. And here was a week’s rent. And if 
Mrs. Munnings took their advice she’d get rid of 
the house just as soon as she could. 

They then trooped out of the room, leaving the 
house a few minutes later— all three having crowded 
with their belongings into one taxi. 

For nearly a minute Mrs. Munnings stood like a 
waxwork staring at Mrs. Marks, then collapsed into 
a chair as if she had been pole-axed. 

Mrs. Marks glanced at her, realised it would be 
some time before she became articulate, and there- 
fore decided to continue a complicated piece of 
knitting which she kept for emergencies. But, as she 
worked, she sniffed more and more frequently. Her 
opinion of Mrs. Munnings had fallen to zero. Fancy 
her believing that nonsense about the house being 
haunted! Haunted me foot! Those three lodgers 
had wanted to give notice for years, but hadn’t had 
the pluck. Wrayburn’s suicide had given them then 1 
chance— and they had taken it. And Mrs. M. had 
believed them! Fancy her being that soft! She— 
Mrs. Marks— would have shown ’em! Haunted, in- 
deed! She’d have given ’em haunted. 

Mrs. Munnings prostrate: Mrs. Marks knitting. 
This was the tableau presented when Rendell 
entered the room. 

“No one turned up then,” he said briskly, seeing 
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nothing but the magenta-coloured cake in the centre 
of the table. 

Mrs. Munnings rose slowly— in a manner suggest- 
ing the birth of a mountain. 

Mrs. Marks put down her knitting. 

A menacing silence descended. 

“Well, there it is, can’t be helped,” Rendell went 
on. “You’ve been to some expense, I see. Perhaps 
that will cover it.” 

He put a pound note on the table. 

“Cover it!” Mrs. Munnings gave a shrill laugh, 
then turned to Mrs. Marks. “Here am I— ruined!— 
and he gives me a pound note and says perhaps 
that’ll cover it.” 

Mrs. Marks sniffed, then said she was sure that 
the gentleman meant no harm. 

“Ruined!” Rendell exclaimed. “Who’s ruined?” 

“Me three best lodgers gone! Gorn! There’s their 
week’s rent lying on that table! And all because of 
him— the little rat!” 

“But why ” 

“ ’Cos they say the house is haunted! That’s why! 
Didn’t I know it— didn’t I say to you, Mrs. Marks, 
didn’t I say he done it just to spite me? The little 
rat— the little rat!” 

Her voice rose to a falsetto scream of rage. 

“And me sitting here waiting for his relatives! 
The little bastard was likely to have relatives! He 
knew this would happen. He’s ruined me! He’s 
ruined me!” 

She trembled so violently with anger and self-pity 
that Mrs. Marks was impelled to inform her that 
it didn’t do no good to carry on like that. 
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“Quarter day cornin’, and me three best lodgers 
gone! And all the rest will go! Yes, they will— every 
one of ’em! I’ll be empty! Everyone will say: ‘Don’t 
you go to No. 4— it’s haunted.’ * I’ll be begging on 
the streets! Me— Sarah Munnings! Yes, I shall, I 
tell you! And he knew it. The little rat knew it! 
It’s his revenge!” 

Fury so possessed her that Rendell thought she 
was going to have a fit. The patches on her puffy 
face had turned purple; the little eyes were black 
points of hatred; the barrel-shaped body shook con- 
vulsively. 

Rendell, feeling genuinely sorry for her, was 
about to suggest some monetary compensation, but 
Mrs. Munnings— noting the change in him— aban- 
doned hysteria a little too abruptly and made a 
frontal attack. 

“It’s no good your standing there staring! It’s 
gospel truth I’ve told you, as Mrs. Marks knows. 
The least that you can do, seeing as how you had 
a hand in all this, is to take rooms here yourself. 
And take ’em at once. And pay a good rent for ’em.” 

“Quite out of the question,” Rendell replied 
curtly. “I’m going to Italy soon.” 

Italy! Soon! 

Mrs. Munnings’ last hope collapsed. 

“And what’s to happen to me?" 

“I don’t know.” 

He turned and began to walk towards the door. 

“You can’t leave me here— ruined! You can’t do 
it.” 

She ran after the retiring Rendell and seized his 
arm. 
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“His furniture! The little rat’s furniture! That’s 
mine, anyhow. And I'm going to sell it. See?” 

“Oh sell it— and be damned to you!” Rendell 
shouted, then went out, banging the door behind 
him. 


X 

The next evening Marsden went to Rendell’s room 
at about seven o’clock and, finding it empty, pro- 
ceeded to make himself as comfortable as possible. 
Noticing that the cabinet in which Rendell kept his 
whisky was unlocked, he mixed a drink— took a 
cigarette from a box on the mantelpiece— then lit 
the fire. After which he lowered himself carefully 
into an arm-chair, put his crutches on the floor, and 
surrendered himself to comfort. 

He closed his eyes and drifted imperceptibly into 
a day-dream. Gradually the actual Marsden re- 
ceded. The man he would like to be slowly emerged. 
This dream-Marsden became clearer and clearer till 
the man in the arm-chair identified himself wholly 
with him. 

This dream-Marsden was rather an impressive 
person, being tall, slender, handsome— and a first- 
class athlete. He had played Rugby for England and 
was now a famous golfer. Fortune had been 
prodigal to him on every level. He was rich, well- 
born, a member of half a dozen good clubs, and a 
prominent figure in smart society. Women went 
mad about him. 

This dream-Marsden had a house in town, a place 
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in the country, and went abroad frequently to the 
right places with the right people. He had a Rolls- 
Royce and a Bentley. Also, Vera was his wife. He 
had married her because it was obvious that her life 
depended on him. He was her idol. He derived his 
subtlest pleasure from stretching her on the rack of 
jealousy. Naturally, he wasn't faithful to her. That 
was scarcely likely when half the loveliest women in 
London were crazy about him. And, of course, he 
made no attempt to conceal his infidelities from 
Vera. On the contrary, he paraded them in order 
to torture her. When jealousy made her desperate, 
and she began to abuse him, he would threaten to 
leave her. Having thus brought her literally to her 
knees, he would forgive her. Then he would go 
away for another week-end in order to assert his 
freedom. She had forgotten that she had ever known 
Ivor Trent. She 

But at this point Marsden’s day-dream ended 
abruptly, for Rendell came into the room. 

This sudden return to the actual irritated 
Marsden. The contrast between his imaginings and 
the facts was too wide to be bridged in a second. A 
swift transition from the dream-Marsden to Marsden 
the cripple was very unpleasant. It martyred his 
vanity. 

He looked up at Rendell with a smile resembling 
a scowl. 

“Hullo! I wanted to see you last evening, but 
thought I’d better not, as you’d been to the funeral. 
Did it go off all right?” 

“Yes, it— went off all right.” 

“Good! No one else there, I suppose?” 



LABYRINTH 


227 


“No one.” 

“Any wreaths?” 

“No.” 

“I thought not. Well, that’s that! Now, look here, 
I’ve not come to chat. It’s pretty important really. 
I want your help.” 

Rendell got a drink then sat down opposite 
Marsden. He felt tired and depressed, consequently 
the prospect of a conversation with Marsden was not 
inviting. 

“What is it you want? I’m not feeling too good 
and ” 

“It’s about Vera. I’ve got to settle things with her 
one way or the other. I can’t go on like this, and 
neither can she. She’s worse than ever.” 

“I daresay, but I don’t see what all this is to do 
with me. You say you want to marry her. Well, 
why don’t you ask her? That will settle things one 
way or the other.” 

Marsden fidgeted, then said jerkily: 

“Yes— of course. But— well— you see— I’ll put it 
like this. I haven’t a lot to offer. In one way, I 
mean. That is, I’m not rich. I’ve a little private 
money, but— we’d have to live in my cottage in the 
country.” 

“Well?” 

“And— and that means, of course, that she’d have 
to give up her job.” 

Again, Marsden hesitated. Manner, tone, gesture, 
plainly revealed how he resented the necessity for 
stating facts. 

“And, of course,” he went on, “I'm not all I might 
be— physically.” 
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He gave a shrill little laugh, then added: 

“Well, you don’t say anything.” 

“I’m waiting to hear what you want me to do,” 
Rendell replied. 

“I see. Well, briefly, it’s this. I want you to sound 
Vera. I— I want you to tell her the facts and see if 
she’ll marry me. Mind you,” he went on quickly, 
“I think she will. I want to marry her immediately. 
I’ve got a special licence and ” 

“You want me to ask her if she’ll marry you!” 

“Yes, I do. And I want you to go to her place 
to-night. She expects me at eight-thirty, but I want 
you to go instead. Then you can tell me to-morrow 
what she says. I’ll be here about this time.” 

Rendell did not reply for some moments. If he 
refused, he would not see Vera before he left for 
Italy. Perhaps it would be better to go. Rosalie had 
asked him to help her if he could. 

“Very well. You said eight-thirty?” 

“Yes.” 

Rendell finished his drink, then rose. 

“I’ll have to go, Marsden. I’ll get a sandwich or 
something on the way.” 

“Good! And I’ll see you— here— about this time 
to-morrow.” 

“Yes, all right.” 

Rendell put on his overcoat and left Marsden 
without another word. 

He reached Vera’s flat just before eight-thirty, 
pressed the bell, and waited. Over a minute elapsed, 
then he rang again. 

A few moments later a light was switched on in 
the hall and the door opened. 
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“You!” 

She stared at him incredulously. 

“Yes— Rendell.” 

He tried to speak in his normal tone, but her 
appearance alarmed him. Her face was swollen and 
deep lines circled her eyes. 

She invited him to enter with a movement of her 
hand and he followed her into the sitting-room. 

He noticed a half-filled suitcase on the table and 
was about to ask if she were going away, when she 
turned to him and demanded: 

“Why have you come?” 

“It was Marsden’s idea.” 

“What does he want?” 

“He wants me to put certain facts up to you— and 
then to ask you a question. If your answer is ‘yes/ 
he will come here himself to-morrow night.” 

“I shan’t be here to-morrow night. I’m going 
away for the week-end.” 

Rendell glanced at her. She flushed crimson and 
said angrily: 

“I suppose I can go away for the week-end if I 
want to, can’t I?” 

“Of course, but you don’t sound as if you do want 
to.” 

Her anger flickered out and her mouth began to 
tremble. Then she sank into a chair and buried her 
face in her hands. 

“Now, this won’t — ” 

“Oh, go away! For God’s sake go away! I can’t 
stand this for another minute!” 

“That’s all very well, but ” 

She sprang up and faced him. “I’m going to spend 
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the week-end with Captain Frazer!” 

“ Captain Frazer! What on earth are you talking 
about?” 

“Listen! You must listen! You remember that 
day at your room— the day he left for Ramsgate?” 

“Yes, well?” 

“I discovered— that day— that he knew about me 
and Ivor. Yes he does! I went down to that room 
of his and found out that he knew. He frightened 
me and I promised anything. Then he wrote to 
me — ” 

“You damned little fool!” 

“I tell you he knows! He wrote asking for money. 
I sent it to him. Then he wrote again— and again. 
And then— then he said I’d got to go and spend a 

week-end with him, or . I said I couldn’t get 

away. I said I was ill. But, now, I’ve got to go. And 
I’m going to-morrow.” 

“You damned little fool!” 

“But I tell you ” 

“And I tell you,” Rendell cut in, “that Frazer 
knows nothing— nothing whatever. He saw you 
were frightened about something— and traded on it. 
Show me his letters.” 

“But, but — ” 

“Get me his letters. We’ll soon settle this non- 
sense. I only want to see how far he had the nerve 
to go.” 

She went to the bedroom, returning almost im- 
mediately with a small pile of letters. 

Rendell read them carefully. 

“I’ll keep these two,” he said at last, handing her 
the others. 
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“But what are you going to do? You mustn’t tell 
him I’ve shown these to you. I’m afraid of him. I 
daren’t quarrel with him.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, but listen to me. I shall go 
to Ramsgate — ” 

“You!” 

“To-morrow and bring back a statement, written 
and signed by Frazer, saying that he knows nothing 
against you and that he is most grateful for the 
money you’ve lent him. Also, that he’ll repay it as 
soon as he can. You’ll have that statement to- 
morrow night.” 

“He won’t give it to you.” 

“Yes, he will. I understand Frazer pretty well. 
He’ll do what I want.” 

“You really believe that?” 

“I promise it. And I suppose this is why you’ve 
been avoiding me. You’ve plenty of brains, Vera, 
but— emotionally— you’re a bit of a fool.” 

She sank into a chair and began to cry. 

“But I suppose you were so frightened you didn’t 
know what you were doing. Was that it?” 

“Yes.” 

He went over to her and took her hands in his. 

“Come on. I’m going to put you into a more com- 
fortable chair.” 

He raised her gently, then led her to an arm-chair 
near the fire. 

“Now, have a cigarette.” 

“Why are you so good to me? I was nearly mad 
to-night.” 

"Then why didn’t you send for me?” 

She did not reply, and he went on. 
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“Well, it doesn’t matter. Tell me— have you had 
anything to eat?” 

She shook her head. 

“Then I’ll go out and get something.” 

“No— really!— I couldn’t eat anything.” 

There was a long silence. Eventually Rendell 
asked: 

“Do you feel up to discussing Marsden?” 

“Yes, I suppose so. What does he want?” 

“He wants you to marry him.” 

“Then why did he send you to ask me?” 

“Because he feels a bit awkward about it,” 
Rendell replied. “And for these reasons. He hasn’t 
much money. You’d have to live in his cottage in 
the country. You’d also have to give up your job. 
And— he’s a cripple.” 

“And I don’t love him,” Vera added. 

“No, but he doesn’t know that.” 

“Oh well, you can tell him I’ll marry him.” 

Her tone was so casual, and yet contained such 
weariness, that Rendell did not reply immediately. 

“You’re as indifferent as all that?” he asked at 
last. 

“Yes. You were right when you said I was a fool 
emotionally. I’ll be safer behind bars. So I’d better 
marry Peter, and the sooner the better.” 

“Well, you can marry him at once, if you want to. 
He’s got a special licence and ” 

“Do you like him?” she asked suddenly. 

Rendell hesitated. 

“Do you like him?” she demanded irritably. 

“No.” 

“I knew you didn’t, but I wanted to make you say 
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it. He's weak, mean, and vain. Did you think I 
didn't know that? But I’m not going to marry him 
if he's going to cross-examine me about Ivor.” 

“He won't want to.” 

“How do you know? Are you certain?” 

“Quite certain,” Rendell replied. “He's afraid 
that you will want to cross-examine him about 

Trent. You needn't worry about that, but ” 

He broke off. 

“Well, but— what?” she demanded. 

“I was going to say that, frankly, to live with 
Marsden in a cottage isn't going to be too easy.” 

“I know that. But there might be a child.” 

She rose and began to wander about the room. 
Some minutes passed, then she paused near him and 
asked: 

“You know I met Rosalie Vivian?” 

“Yes. Why did you mention her?” 

“Oh, I don't know. She's very lovely.” 

Then, after a pause, she added: 

“You think she's lovely, don't you?” 

“Yes.” 

“I'd give anything to have her beauty. It's power, 
and I worship power as only the weak can worship 
it. Will you see her again?” 

“I'm joining her in Italy soon.” 

She turned quickly to him. 

“You're— you're joining her in Italy?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“Oh nothing! Then, you're very fond of her?” 
“Yes.” 

She began to wander about the room again. 

At last Rendell said he thought he had better go 

Q 
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He rose and she came over to him. 

“You’re certain about Captain Frazer?” 

“Quite certain. I will bring you that statement 
to-morrow.” 

“No, seal it, and drop it through the letter-box. 
I— I can’t see you again after to-night.” 

“Very well. And I’ll tell Marsden.” 

She went to the hall with him, waited while he 
put on his overcoat, then took his hands impul- 
sively. 

“You’ve saved me. You know that?” 

“Oh well — ” 

“Yes, you have. And, somehow, I don’t mind 
what you know about me. I could tell you every- 
thing.” 

She leaned down, kissed his hand, then ran back 
into the sitting-room, leaving the door open. 

Rendell hesitated, then went out and down into 
the street. 


XI 

Two days later Rendell was alone. 

As he had anticipated, the interview with Frazer 
was brief and conclusive. A hint that he had black- 
mailed Vera— a suggestion as to possible conse- 
quences— so frightened the Captain that he wrote a 
statement at Rendell’s dictation and signed it. The 
only difficulty was to convince him that, having done 
so, he had nothing to fear. 

Rendell was back in London by six o’clock, and 
went straight to his room, where he found Marsden 
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waiting for him. The latter, however, left directly 
he learned that Vera’s answer was favourable. 

Rendell did not see him again. Marsden gave up 
his room the following day and went to the country 
—without saying good-bye, and without leaving a 
message. 

At first this lack of courtesy puzzled Rendell, but 
eventually it made him appreciate the subtle 
demands of Marsden’s vanity. 

It had been necessary to state his position before 
asking Vera to marry him, but this he had been un- 
able to do in person. To stand revealed on the back- 
ground of the facts was too humiliating. He wanted 
to dominate Vera, not to plead with her. He wanted 
her to regard him as he would like to have been, 
not as he was. But to tell the truth about himself 
was not the only indignity which menaced him. A 
darker shadow gloomed across his imagination— she 
might refuse him. Marsden winced at the possibility 
of hearing himself rejected. 

Hence he had made Rendell his ambassador. 
And he bitterly regretted the fact directly he learned 
that Vera had accepted him. For— now— he instantly 
assumed that she loved him desperately, and that, 
therefore, there had been no necessity either to. state 
the facts or to employ an advocate. He had humili- 
ated himself unnecessarily, and he regarded Rendell 
as the cause of that humiliation. He was deter- 
mined, therefore, not to see him again. Hence his 
hurried departure from Potiphar Street. 

So Rendell was alone, and this solitude gradually 
revealed past and present in clearer perspective. 

In the first place, he discovered that he had been 
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at No. 77 for nearly seven weeks. Also, that his ex- 
periences there grouped themselves roughly into 
four distinct periods. The first concerned his 
arrival; the mystery of Trent’s presence in this ex- 
traordinary house; and adventures with visitors. 
This first period had occupied just over a week. The 
second was the month he had spent with Rosalie. 
Wraybum’s tragedy was the third. And the fourth 
related to his dealings with Marsden and Vera. 

Nearly seven weeks! 

And all this had happened to him because of Ivor 
Trent! Trent— whom he had almost forgotten! Yet 
all this time he had been in those rooms at the top 
of the house. No one had seen him, no word had 
come from him. He had remained as invisible and 
as mute as destiny. 

Why should this stranger have altered the map of 
his world? 

The question found no answer, but others jostled 
on its heels. If he had known what had awaited him 
at No. 77 would he have come? Was it madness even 
to consider marrying Rosalie? Had his mental 
balance been destroyed as a result of suddenly find- 
ing himself in the vortex of Trent’s relations with 
others? 

But as these questions, too, remained unanswered, 
Rendell now tried to assess his own responsibility 
for what had happened to him. 

In one mood, it seemed that two impulses had 
altered his life. The first had been his letter to 
Marsden, which had resulted in their dining 
together on that fog-shrouded Sunday in order to 
discuss Trent. The second was his sudden deter- 
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mination— that night in the club— to go to No. 77 
and inquire about him. 

But, in another mood, these impulses seemed 
secondary, for a prior event had occasioned them. 
That event was the reading of one of Trent’s books. 
He had read it in Germany, when he was alone and 
lonely, and it was because he had discovered a deep 
knowledge of loneliness in the novel that he had 
become interested in its author. 

Often, however, these guesses as to the origin of 
his experiences at Potiphar Street seemed childish. 
They had happened. That was the fact. How and 
why they had happened was a mystery as deep as life 
itself. 

But Rendell was not concerned only with the past 
during this period of solitude. The present situa- 
tion in the house intrigued him, chiefly because he 
heard nothing of Trent. He knew that Mrs. Frazer 
had been his nurse for some weeks but, even so, it 
was curious that he never saw her. Rendell realised 
that this was less extraordinary than it appeared, as 
he had practically only slept in his room during the 
last few weeks. But, now that he was in most of the 
day, there was no sign of her. 

As to the lodgers, the majority were recent 
arrivals, and it was doubtful whether they knew 
that Trent was in the house. The servant, Mary, 
had left. There remained only Elsa, the model, who 
had taken over Mrs. Frazer’s duties, but it seemed 
to Rendell that she avoided him. He encountered 
her only on rare occasions and then she passed him 
with only a formal greeting. 

One morning when he was pacing the room a 
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sudden thought brought him to a standstill. Soon, 
he was leaving for Italy. He would bring Rosalie 
back to London for a time, then, possibly, they 
would marry— and live abroad. If that happened, 
he would probably never meet Trent, never unravel 
the mystery of his relations with others, never dis- 
cover why he came in secret to Potiphar Street to 
work. He would remain in his present ignorance. 
He would never even see the man who had altered 
the whole of his life. 

“It can't end like that!” he exclaimed irritably. 
But as he began to pace the room again, he became 
more and more convinced that this was how it would 
end. 

In the evening he went to the long bar of the 
Cosmopolitan, hoping to see Rummy. He had been 
in twice since his first visit, but on this occasion he 
learned that she had been off duty for some days as 
she was ill. 

Rendell decided he would walk back to Chelsea, 
and then write to Rosalie. Since her departure she 
had written two or three times a week and although 
these letters consisted only of a single sheet, they 
evoked her image so vividly that Rendell seemed to 
see her confronting and claiming him. 

He reached home at about nine o’clock, then sat 
by the fire to smoke a cigarette before writing to 
Rosalie. 

The cigarette was half-finished when the door 
opened slowly. 

He looked up and saw Elsa. She stood motionless, 
watching him intently, her lips slightly parted. 

“Thought I’d come to see how you’re getting on.” 
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“Very glad you did,” Rendell replied as he rose. 
“Come in and sit down, if you’ve time. I hoped I’d 
see you before I went away.” 

“You’re not busy?” 

“No, not in the least.” 

She sank into a chair by the fire. Rendell noticed 
that she relaxed the whole of her body directly she 
was seated. 

“You sit as if it were a luxury,” he said with a 
smile. 

“So it is— if you’re used to being terribly tired. 
I’ve been a model for years— you knew that? I’ve 
often posed for hours when I did not know how to 
stand.” 

A silence followed. Rendell did not speak, as he 
assumed that at any moment she would explain why 
she had come. Also, a change in her appearance 
puzzled him, though he could not decide whether 
she had actually altered, or whether— on former 
occasions— all his attention had been captured by the 
beauty of her hair. 

She was not looking at him, and he glanced at 
her repeatedly. She had the eyes and features of 
a child— but a child who had known privation. It 
had tautened the face, thereby accentuating cheek- 
bones and chin. But the suffering that had marred 
her beauty had also individualised it. It was wholly 
hers, for it epitomised her history. 

As the minutes passed Rendell discovered that to 
be silent with her did not embarrass him. She lay 
back, outstretched in her chair, with eyes nearly 
closed. Rendell felt that this physical abandonment 
expressed her recognition of a kinship Between them 
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which had no need of speech. To him, therefore, 
this silence possessed a unique quality. During it 
they ceased to be strangers. 

Then, suddenly— and inevitably as it seemed to 
him— he began to tell her about himself. He spoke 
quietly, without looking once in her direction. He 
told her about his profession, what he had done, 
where he had been. Words presented themselves 
with unaccustomed readiness. In a few swift sen- 
tences he revealed the quality of the life he had lived 
before his marriage. 

“I was that type— roughly. It’s a common enough 
one, of course— certain amount of ability, fair 
amount of money, keen on adventure. And a real 
admiration for only one quality— courage. I was 
free. I took what I wanted, if I could get it. I barged 
about the world, doing my job, and meeting all sorts 
of people. I knew quite a lot about men. I had to. 
I knew nothing about women, because, in those 
days, they were only a physical necessity. And you 
don’t learn a lot about them that way.” 

He paused for a moment, then went on: 

“Well, eventually, I married. I’d just returned to 
England after a long absence. She was some years 
younger than I was, and pretty frail. Half a child, 
really. God alone knows why she married me! Any- 
way, her health was bad from the beginning, so it 
was more like a brother and sister relationship than 
anything else. In two years she was dead.” 

“I said just now,” he continued, “that courage 
was really the only quality I admired. Well, during 
those two years, she showed me a type I knew 
nothing about. I knew only the kind that goes out 
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to meet danger. She showed me the courage that 
lies still, and watches— and waits. Well, she died. 
That was a year ago. And I found that my old way 
of life was over. Then I discovered that there was 
such a thing as loneliness.” 

He then explained how he had come to Potiphar 
Street, and gave an edited account of his experiences 
there during the last few weeks. He ended by say- 
ing: 

“I’m going to Italy soon, but this is what beats 
me. I suppose it’s why I’ve told you this rigmarole. 
I don’t know. Anyway, it’s this. Trent’s altered my 
life— yet I shall probably never meet him, probably 
never see him.” 

“What do you want to know about him?” Elsa 
asked slowly. 

“That would take a month. So tell me just this, 
if you can. Why has he had rooms here for years 
without telling any of his friends?” 

“Because he can only write in those rooms up- 
stairs. He didn’t tell his friends for several reasons. 
One was that he didn’t want to be disturbed. But, 
apart from all that, he belongs here.” 

“Belongs here!” Rendell echoed. 

“Yes. You’ll understand everything before long.” 

“I doubt it! But you seem very definite about 
Trent. Have you known him long?” 

“For ten years.” 

“You mean, you’ve known him since he first came 
here?” 

“Yes. The house was full of writers and artists 
in those days. That was an experiment of Captain 
Frazer’s. I was one of them. Ivor was another. 
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Why do you look so surprised?” 

“I don’t know. There’s something queer about 
all this. I feel that, underneath, you’re excited about 
something.” 

“Tell me,” she said impetuously, leaning towards 
him, “have you ever waited for something, longed 
for something, year after year, till you felt that if it 
ever happened you just wouldn’t be able to bear 
it?” 

“No, I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything as 
much as all that.” 

Rendell rose, took a cigarette and was about to 
light in, when he suddenly exclaimed. 

“You’re laughing!” 

“I can’t help it. I’m terribly happy to-night. Sit 
down and I’ll tell you one or two things.” 

She was silent for a minute, then went on: 

“I was twenty when I came here, ten years ago. 
I hadn’t a farthing. My father was an Austrian, but 
he died when I was fifteen. Since then I lived with 
my mother who had an annuity. She died suddenly, 
when I was twenty. I had no money and knew 
nothing. Then an artist who admired my figure 
said he’d pay me to sit for him. So I became an 
artist’s model.” 

“And that was the position just before you met 
Trent?” 

“Yes. I took a box of a room here. Ivor stayed 
here for a year, writing Two Lives and a Destiny 

After a pause she added: 

“I knew nothing about men— then. I’d never met 
anyone in the least like him, in appearance, person- 
ality, or anything else. I was crazy about him. It 
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was I who suggested he should write Two Lives and 
a Destiny. It was a great success. Then he took that 
flat near Cork Street. That was the end of him.” 

“You mean, you didn’t see him again?” 

“No, hardly ever.” 

“But why did he leave you like that?” 

“That’s a long story. But it wasn’t very surpris- 
ing, do you think? Nearly every artist, when he be- 
comes successful, is irritated by the people he mixed 
with when he was unknown. Still, there were special 
reasons in Ivor’s case. But that doesn’t matter.” 

“And what happened to you?” Rendell asked as 
she remained silent. 

She rose slowly, then leaned against the mantel- , 
piece and looked down at him with an odd expres- 
sion. 

“What do you suppose happened? I was twenty- 
one, and an artist’s model. Times were bad, and 
got worse and worse. I starved sometimes— I’d have 
starved altogether if it hadn’t been for Mrs. Frazer. 
The world just knocked me about, rolled me in and 
out of the gutter. I got used to watching things 
happen to me— pretty grim things, some of them.” 

“And you never even saw Trent?” 

“I’d run into him in the street sometimes, but he 
avoided me. Anyway, I didn’t want to meet him.” 

“All I can say is this,” Rendell said slowly, “the 
more I hear about him, the less I understand him. 
In fact I gave up trying to make him out long ago. 
But I would like to know this. How is he now?” 

Elsa looked at him enigmatically. 

“You’ll have to ask Mrs. Frazer.” 

“But I never see her nowadays.” 
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“You will— soon.” 

“What makes you think that?” 

Elsa laughed. 

“You’ll see her— soon. I suppose you wonder why 
I’ve told you all this.” 

“Yes, in a way. But I feel you’ve a reason, though 
I’m damned if I know what it is.” 

“Perhaps we’ll meet again one day.” 

“Are you going away then?” 

“I only came to help Mrs. Frazer while she was 
looking after Ivor. I’m not here permanently. I’d 
better go now. I’ve a good deal to arrange.” 

Rendell rose then stood looking at her intently. 

“Well?” she asked. 

“Rosalie said she felt she had always known you. 
I know what she meant.” 

“She said that?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m glad. She’s very lovely.” 

They stood facing each other for nearly a minute. 

“There’s something very odd about all this,” 
Rendell said at last. 

“About what?” 

“You— this conversation— everything!” 

Elsa laughed. 

“I’ll have to go now.” 

Rendell held out his hand. 

“Very well. Good night.” 

“Good-bye.” 

He went to the door with her, then began to pace 
slowly up and down the room. 
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XII 

A Sunday, three days later. . . . 

Mrs. Frazer glanced upward through the basement 
window, then— seeing no one— she hurried into the 
passage and called up the stairs: 

“Lily!” 

She waited, then called again. 

This time a voice from the top of the stairs 
answered her. 

“Didn’t you hear me the first time! Is Mr. 
Rendell back yet?” 

“No, Mum.” 

“Have you been into his room to see?” 

“He wasn’t there a few minutes ago ” 

“See if he is now.” 

A moment later Lily informed her that Rendell 
had not returned. 

“Well, mind you tell me directly he does. I want 
to know the moment he comes in.” 

“Yes, Mum.” 

“What’s the time now?” 

“Nearly twelve o’clock. Mum.” 

With minor variations, this dialogue was repeated 
every hour till six o’clock— Mrs. Frazer’s agitation 
becoming more apparent with each repetition. 
Finally, at five o’clock, Lily was ordered to stand 
sentinel in the hall so that she could report Rendell’s 
return directly that event occurred. 

Just before six, Lily hurried to the top of the 
basement stairs and called into the depths below. 

“Mr. Rendell’s just come in, Mum!” 
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Mrs. Frazer ran up the stairs, pushed past Lily, 
then rushed into Rendell’s room without pausing 
to knock. 

“Mr. Rendell!” 

“Hullo! Haven’t seen you for a long time.” 
Then, after a glance at her, he added: “What’s 
wrong?” 

“He’s gone!” 

“Who’s gone?” 

“Mr. Trent!” 

He turned to her quickly. 

“Do you mean he’s gone without saying he was 
going?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well I’m damned!” 

“But that’s not all. I’ve never had such a day! 
She’s gone, too— Elsa!” 

Rendell stared at her. 

“With him, do you mean?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know anything!” 

“Tell me what happened— exactly.” 

“I went up to Mr. Trent at nine this morning. I 
passed Lily on the stairs and she said you’d gone out 
very early. Well, I knocked on his door. No reply. 
I knocked again several times. Then I got scared, 
so I went in. The bedroom was empty. The door 
leading to the study was open. I went through. 
Empty! Then I looked in the bathroom. Not a 
sign of him! I tell you I was scared. So back I go 
to the study. And there I found a note. And what 
do you think it said?” 

“Haven’t an earthly,” Rendell replied. 

“It just said he’d gone, thanked me for all I’d 
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done for him— and a cheque for a hundred pounds 
was enclosed. But that wasn’t all. There was a P.S. 
which said: ‘Mr. Rendell can have my rooms for his 
last week— if that would interest him.’ ” 

‘‘What the devil does that mean?” Rendell 
demanded. 

“I’m sure I don’t know. Still, he knew all about 
you.” 

“You mean— he knows what you’ve told him.” 

“No, I don’t, sir. I told him weeks ago you were 
in the house, and he said that he knew of you, 
though he’d rather I didn’t mention it. Then he 
went on to say that you had dined with Mr. Marsden 
on that Sunday he was taken ill.” 

“Then Marsden must have seen Trent and told 
him.” 

“Oh no, sir! Mr. Trent’s seen no one.” 

“But he must have!” 

“I know he’s seen no one. Why, he’s not even 
opened one of the letters that have come for him. 
He’s been alone ever since he came here. And that’s 
eight weeks ago to-day.” 

Rendell thought intently for a moment, then 
asked: 

“Did Elsa see him?” 

“Oh yes, sometimes. During the last week or so, 
she’d take in his tray when I was busy.” 

“Then Marsden must have told her that he dined 
with me on that Sunday— and Elsa must have told 
Trent. That’s the only possible explanation. Well, 
go on. What did you do after you’d read Trent’s 
note?” 

“I went to Elsa’s room. It was empty, and all her 
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things had gone. You could have knocked me down 
with a feather.” 

"I believe you. But this is what I want to know, 
Mrs. Frazer. When did Trent cease to be seriously 
ill?” 

“Well, sir, if you ask me, he’s been perfectly well 
for weeks.” 

“What!” 

“Ever since I became his nurse. I’m certain of it. 
And I’m certain of this, too— he’s been working.” 

“How do you know that?” 

Mrs. Frazer hesitated. 

“I wouldn’t have you think I’m the sort that spies 
on her lodgers, because I’m not. But I got this idea 
that Mr. Trent was well, and that he was working. 
So, one night— or early in the morning, rather— I 
went out into the street. He had not drawn the 
curtains properly in his study— and I saw a light. 
That happened more than once. There’s a mystery 
in all this, Mr. Rendell.” 

“There’s a mystery, all right. But tell me this. 
Did he ask you questions about the people in the 
house?” 

“Yes, he did.” 

"About me?” 

“Yes.” 

“And did he ask about my visitors? Did he know 
that Mrs. Vivian, Miss Thornton, and Mr. Wray- 
bum came to see me?” 

“Yes, he asked a lot of questions. And I answered 
them. The doctor told me to encourage rational 
conversation. I didn’t think there was any harm, 
and what else could I — ” 
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“And he knew that Mr. Marsden had a room here 
for some weeks?” 

“Yes, sir, he knew that.” 

“All very interesting,” Rendell said slowly. “Now, 
tell me again, will you? the exact wording of that 
P.S. to his letter.” 

“That I can do, for I know that letter by heart. 
I’ve read it fifty times, I should think. This was the 
P.S. ‘Mr. Rendell can have my rooms for his last 
week— if that would interest him.’ ” 

“Well, it does interest him! And I’ll go up now. 
It’s six o’clock. I’m dining late to-night, so I’ll spend 
a couple of hours in Trent’s rooms and think things 
over. Lily can tell anyone who calls for me 
that I’m out, though I don’t expect anyone will 
call.” 

“But what do you make of it all, Mr. Rendell?” 

“I don’t know what to make of it, and if I were 
you, I would not puzzle my head about it. Why not 
go and see a friend for a couple of hours and get a 
change of atmosphere?” 

“I think I will. I do, indeed. I’ve plenty to 
worry about. I suppose I’ll have to get my husband 
back now.” 

“I shouldn’t hurry about that.” 

“Oh, I don’t mean till you’re gone, sir. Here’s the 
key to Mr. Trent’s door. The door at the bottom of 
the stairs, I mean,” she added, seeing that Rendell 
did not understand. “He’s got really a flat to him- 
self up there. He spent a lot of money making it 
quiet and one thing and another. It’s completely 
cut off, as you’ll see.” 

“Right! I’ll go up directly you’ve gone.” 
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She left him, and a few minutes later the front 
door closed behind her. 

He picked up the key, went into the hall, and 
began to climb the stairs. 


XIII 

Rendell encountered no one on his ascent. Pre- 
viously he had not penetrated further than the 
second floor, consequently on reaching the third he 
paused and looked round. Then he went on to the 
foot of the stairs leading to the fourth floor— and 
found himself confronted by a door. 

TrentI 

He inserted the key, turned it, but the door did 
not yield. To his surprise, he found that some 
exertion was necessary in order to open it. He 
forced it back and discovered that behind the door 
was another, covered with thick green baize. 

“No wonder he didn’t hear the noise. ,, 

Rendell entered, closing the doors behind him. 

Darkness and silence. 

He struck a match, then switched on the light. 
A stairway, flanked by white banisters and covered 
with thick carpet, was revealed. Rendell stood 
gazing at it for a moment, then slowly ascended. 

On reaching the top he paused again. A broad 
passage faced him with three shut white doors, 
one on his right and two on his left. He had 
the odd sensation that everything was waiting 
for him. 
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Eventually he opened the door on his right, there- 
by discovering a bathroom, but not one which his 
experience at No. 77 had caused him to anticipate. 
Even by Rendell’s normal standards, it was rather 
luxurious. 

“Does himself pretty well, evidently.” 

He crossed to the room on the left near the top 
of the stairs. 

It was the bedroom. Rendell glanced round, 
noting the perfection of its simplicity, then went 
through the communicating door into the study and 
switched on the lights. 

A whistle of amazement escaped him. 

It was a low oblong room, the walls of which 
were covered with bookcases. Near the window was 
a writing-desk on which stood a curiously-shaped 
green idol. Parchment-coloured curtains hanging in 
deep folds obliterated the outside world. Concealed 
lighting dimly illuminated the room. 

But what had occasioned Rendell’s amazement 
was not the room’s contents, but its atmosphere. It 
was impossible to believe he was in 77, Potiphar 
Street. He stood motionless, listening to the silence. 
Somehow this silence was not the mere absence of 
sound. It was not explained by the material facts 
of the double windows and the thick pile close- 
fitting carpet. This silence was alive. Rendell began 
to believe that the real furniture of a room is the 
thoughts and emotions of its occupant. This silence 
disturbed him. It made him feel an interloper, yet, 
simultaneously, it claimed him. 

He looked round. Four large waste-paper-baskets, 
piled high with unopened letters, were ranged by 
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the wall near the door. On a little table an open 
book lay face downwards. Under it was a cutting 
from a newspaper. 

So it was here Trent had written his books. Two 
Lives and a Destiny had been written in this room. 
Here he had lived and worked in secret. 

He went to the writing-desk, then stood looking 
down at it. Nearly five minutes passed. At last he 
crossed to the fireplace, switched on the electric fire, 
then stood with his back to it, as if anxious to have 
the whole room in view. 

Gradually he became aware of an intensity in the 
atmosphere which affected him unpleasantly. It 
raised his thoughts to a new vibration, quickened 
his sense of personality— yet, simultaneously, seemed 
to rob him of it. 

“I’m not staying here for my last week, Mr. 
Trent.” 

But the sound of his own voice jarred. Then, feel- 
ing that he must create contact with the familiar, he 
went to the window, parted the curtains, and looked 
out. 

Lights gleamed and flashed on the turbulent river. 
A tram glided over Battersea Bridge. A naked tree 
writhed under the lash of the wind. But no sound 
rose to him. He felt like a deaf man looking at the 
world. 

He was about to return to the fire, then, changing 
his mind, he went again to the writing-desk and 
stood looking down at it fascinated. Then, scarcely 
aware of what he was doing, he tried the top drawer 
on the right. 

It yielded, and a pile of manuscript paper was 
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revealed— on which was a seailed envelope, addressed 
to A. Rendell, Esq. 

He picked it up and read his own name a dozen 
times in order to convince himself of its reality. 

So this was why Trent had written that P.S. He 
wanted him to come to this room— and find this 
letter! 

He slit open the envelope and read: 

Dear Mr. Rendell , 

1 do not know you , but I overheard the conversa- 
tion you had with Marsden the night I was taken ill. 

The letter fell from Rendell’s hand. 

Overheard his conversation with Marsden that 
Sunday! . . . Why, the place was empty! . . . There 
was a hell of a fog and . . . 

He picked up the letter and read on. 

You dined at the table immediately on the left, 
if you remember. It is boxed off. I was in the in- 
side seat of the partition next to it, the back of which 
is surmounted by a rail from which hangs a curtain. 
1 give these details to show that although you could 
not see me, 1 was, in fact, literally only a few inches 
from you. 

1 was ill or I should not have stayed. As it was, I 
had no alternative but to overhear. Directly I was 
well enough to move, 1 went. 

Marsden told you about my first book. Two Lives 
and a Destiny, and some of the facts of my life till 
1 was twenty-one. Also, he made certain statements 
about me. The only ones of any penetration were 
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quotations from Wrayburn . But I do not want to 
discuss Marsden. It is you who interest me . 

You told him that a book of mine had impressed 
you because you felt that its author understood 
loneliness . You insisted on that, in spite of 
Marsden* s stupid protests . That interested me, 
but , above all, I liked you . I liked a quality that 
came from you . 

Later, 1 heard how you had come here . You came 
to inquire about me, then-finding there was a room 
vacant— you took it and have remained here for 
weeks . 

1 know you have met Rosalie , Vera, and— Wray- 
burn. I know , therefore, that you have heard much 
of me. 1 know , too, that soon you are joining Rosalie 
in Italy. 

But there is another, and a deeper, reason why 
1 am writing this to you . You are mysteriously 
associated with the supreme event of my life— mys- 
teriously, not intimately. You had interested me 
just before that event occurred— and you were the 
first person I heard about after I recovered con- 
sciousness. 

What that event was you will learn— if you read 
the manuscript on which you found this letter. Do 
what you like with that manuscript . 1 am in- 
different. I wrote it to save myself— and to make 
one thing clear. Destroy it, keep it, or send it to my 
publisher . But I hope that you— a stranger— will 
read it. That seems right somehow. 

1 have written this letter at lightning speed . I am 
leaving here in a few hours. I have not time even 
to read through what I have written. The manu - 
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script, too, was written at great speed . 

1 do not believe that you and 1 will meet . I don't 
know why 1 feel that, but I do feel it. 

And yet, if you read this manuscript, we shall 
meet more intimately than if we took each other's 
hand and looked into each other's eyes . 

1 am grateful to you . 

Sincerely, 

Ivor Trent . 

Rendell read this letter three times. 

Then he took the manuscript and sat down by 
the fire. 

He stared in front of him for some minutes, then 
started to read. 




Part IV 


» 


IVOR TRENT’S MANUSCRIPT 






A 


They won’t listenl If only they would listen! They 
keep telling me that I collapsed, that I am ill. They 
argue, talk, give instructions. Yes, all of them! The 
doctor, the nurse, Mrs. Frazer— endlessly, endlesslyl 

A thick mist separates me from them. Their 
voices reach me, but I cannot see them. When I 
speak, they do not seem to hear. It maddens me. I 
begin to shout, then hands seize me, force me down 
on to the bed, and voices— interminable voices— tell 
me that I must be still, that I must be calm, and that 
then I shall soon be well. 

And I tell them (again and again I tell them) that 
I was alone in the fog, leaning over the low Embank- 
ment wall. The river was invisible: all was drifting 
desolation. Then I turned and saw— Him. A man 
from the Future faced me. He stood there with the 
signature of God across his forehead. I gazed at him 
as the damned gaze at an angel. 

But they will not listen! They keep promising me 
that, if only I will be calm, I shall soon be well. 
They are trying to drag me back to my old life. And 
I tell them (I keep telling them) that when I saw 
Him my old life ended. At that actual moment when 
I looked into his eyes, I died— and I was born. Again 
and again I tell them, but they won’t listen— they 
won’t listen! 

They repeat endlessly that I collapsed when Mrs. 
Frazer opened the door last Sunday night. Am I to 
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tell them that I fainted because my whole being was 
rent by Fear and Ecstasy? Am I to tell them that? 

I must learn to be silent. I must pretend to agree 
with them. I must let them think that I want to get 
well, that I want to become again the man I was. 
Somehow, I must do this. I must make them believe 
that I am slowly recovering, then the doctor will 
come less frequently. The nurse will go. Mrs. 
Frazer will attend to me. I shall be free. The nights 
will be mine. 

It is useless to tell them of Him. They will only 
think I am mad. But, having seen him, how shall I 
live in the world? How shall I endure to look back 
on my old life? I am like one new-born, but one 
who is nevertheless fettered by the terrible memories 
of a dead man. And the name of the dead man is 
Ivor Trent. 

People will come up to this dead man. They will 
say to him: “So glad you’re well again. You had a 
bad time, I’m afraid. Well, don’t overdo it. You’re 
highly-strung, you know. You’ve got to allow for 
that. Now, take my tip, and go easy for a bit. Have 
a good time for a few months. Enjoy yourself, and 
don’t think about anything.” 

Who is to answer them— the dead Ivor Trent or 
the living? 

But now— now, at this actual moment— I must pre- 
tend to believe all they say. I will not speak of him 
again. I will tell them nothing about him. They 
will only believe that he is a possibility if they, too, 
have a vision of him. Unless and until that happens, 
they will deny him. They will say that he is madness. 

I will learn to be silent. 
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“My mystery is for me and for the sons of my 
house.” 


B 

Already they believe I am better. They no longer 
use the word “delirious.” They say now that I am 
“very excited.” How tediously easy it is to deceive 
people. . . . 

Letters and telegrams keep coming for me. I asked 
Mrs. Frazer how it is that people have discovered I 
am here. She was very embarrassed, but eventually 
I learned that her husband told a journalist I was 
in the house. I have seen the paragraph in the news- 
paper. It says that I am in a delirious condition. 
Everyone will learn that I have had these rooms for 
years, that all my books have been written here. 
Captain Frazer will reveal all he knows. That is 
certain. My secret is mine no longer. 

Mrs. Frazer also told me that she has a new lodger. 
It is Rendell, the man who dined with Marsden last 
Sunday. She was eager to talk about him. Evidently 
the doctor has told her to encourage “rational” con- 
versation. She said that Rendell came to inquire 
about me on Monday night, and suddenly decided 
to take a room. Why has he come? Why is he so 
interested in a man he does not know? Per- 
haps the story he told Marsden last Sunday was 
iies. 

Anyway, what does all this matter to me? I will 
see no one. I will not open any letters. Let them 
all make what they can of my secret. Yes, all of 
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theml Not one of them has met me. Each mistook 
a mask for a face. 

I will reveal here the mask— and the face. 

Where shall I begin? With the conversation be- 
tween Marsden and Rendell? Yes, that will do. I 
will begin there— and work backwards. 

Marsden told Rendell how I had delivered him 
from a bully, and how— years later— I stayed with him 
in his cottage and “brought him back to life.” He 
added that he believed, on each occasion, I had been 
concerned only with myself. Rendell did not under- 
stand that, so Marsden explained that I had helped 
him only because I wanted to test the power of my 
own will. (This idea was Wrayburn’s, not Marsden’s, 
but that doesn't matter.) 

Well, it is true. In all my relations with others I 
have been concerned only with myself. 

That is what I have to make clear in this manu- 
script. I have to reveal how I became the mask 
which people believed was Ivor Trent. I can do this, 
and I will do it. I have struggled to the summit of 
the abyss which is myself. I will look down into it 
and reveal its secrets. 

(Was it Richard of St. Victor who defined 
Humility as self-knowledge? I do not remember, 
but it is the greatest definition known to me. I 
found it in an old book which a priest lent me years 
ago.) 

Marsden also told Rendell the story of my first 
book, Two Lives and a Destiny. He explained that 
it revealed my life till I was twenty-one. That is 
partly true, but it does not contain what I dared not 
face— then. And the account it gives of the quarrel 
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with my father is only the ghost of the actual scene. 

I will show everything here. Everything! 

When I was seven, they told me my mother was 
dead. The word had no meaning for me. Then they 
said I should never see her again. I crept away. I 
wanted to go to her room. I was certain she would 
be there. Or, if not that, then her dresses would be 
in the wardrobe. I would look at them, touch them. 
They would prove that she was still alive, that soon 
she would come back, that I should see her again 
and hear her voice. 

But the door of her room was locked. 

I began to tremble, for I remembered our last 
meeting. 

One night I had wakened to find her kneeling by 
my bed, her eyes brimming with tears. She was 
dressed for a journey. In a whisper she begged me 
not to speak, but to love her always— whatever any- 
one said. And then she went away. 

At the time this had frightened me, but, when I 
was told she was dead, it terrified me. It had been 
her farewell. 

I said to my father: 

“Do people know when they are going to die?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Mother knew.” 

“What nonsense is this? What do you mean?” 

“She knew,” I repeated. “She said good-bye to me. 
She was dressed for a journey. Is death a long way 
off? How do you go there?” 

Then he was kind to me. He told me to be brave. 
He said that only courage mattered— and that I must 
never show my emotions. No matter how deeply I 
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might suffer, I must never reveal it to the world. 
He said that was the whole secret of life. 

Soon after her death, we moved to London. Till 
then we had lived in Suffolk, but now my father 
sold the house and its contents. The new London 
flat contained nothing that had been hers. She was 
obliterated. He never mentioned her, and he willed 
that I should never speak of her. I could feel his 
will freeze the sentence on my lips when suddenly 
I longed to share a memory of her with him. 

In every other way he was kind to me. In Suffolk 
he had not bothered much about me, but, now, he 
did everything to capture my affection. We spent 
whole days together. Soon, I was terribly proud of 
him. He was distinguished, cultured, and he spoke 
to people as if their destiny were to obey him. I 
promised myself that I would be like him when I 
was a man. Courage was his god— and so it became 
mine. 

And yet, sometimes when I woke in the night, I 
saw a vision of my mother. She stood before me, 
radiantly lovely, although she was dressed in rags. 
Twice I saw her like that. Then, when I was ten, 
I woke one night suddenly with a great start. She 
was standing motionless in the middle of the room. 
A misty light enveloped her, but her features were 
dear. She stretched out her arms to me. Then she 
seemed to dissolve till only the misty light remained. 

A few days later I noticed that my father was pale 
and silent. He said he was ill, and that frightened 
me. I thought he, too, would die. I asked one of 
the maids what was the matter with him. She said 
she did not know, but that, a few days ago, a letter 
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had come for him from abroad— and that since then 
he had been ill. 

Nevertheless, he continued to take me for our 
daily walk in the Park, though he spoke seldom and 
his eyes had a fixed, steely expression which I had 
not seen before. Then, perhaps a week after the 
letter came from abroad, he stopped a bolting horse 
in the Row. It was an act of stupendous courage, 
for the animal was thundering along panic-stricken. 
Everyone regarded him as a hero, and there was a 
good deal about it in the papers. 

Years later I realised that actually he had 
attempted suicide, but, at the time, I regarded him 
as a god. Although I was only ten, I tried to emulate 
him. I willed to fear nothing, and when that proved 
impossible— as it often did— I hid every sign of 
cowardice. 

I steeled myself against all childish terrors. When 
I went to school, I tried to behave as if he were 
watching me. Actually, therefore, it was my father 
who rescued Marsden from that bully. Marsden 
now believes that I used the incident as a test for my 
will. He is right, but he does not know what my 
triumph cost me. I was ill for days afterwards. 
Still, I became Marsden’s hero— in the same way as 
my father was mine. 

Marsden often spent part of the holidays with us, 
as his people were in India, and he did not 
exaggerate when he told Rendell that we thought 
my father was “God Almighty when we were kids.” 
Every day, every hour, I spent with him widened 
and deepened his influence over me. He became a 
unique being, a man raised far above the generality 
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of men. To be like him— that was my creed. And it 
was a passionate fanatical creed which riiade each 
day and every night a living ordeal. To be fearless, 
distinguished, cultured— to go through the world as 
if it were one’s own— never to be impressed, never to 
surrender oneself, never to be inadequate to any 
situation! To be like him! 

But what quickened the roots of my admiration 
was his silence concerning my mother. For, now, I 
believed that this silence represented the triumph 
of his creed. I believed that he remained silent, 
although her death had stretched him permanently 
on the rack. He always spoke contemptuously of 
women, but— to me— that contempt only revealed his 
overwhelming love for her. As I grew older, I be- 
came convinced that his creed of courage had 
triumphed over the supreme ordeal of his life. Not 
even to me would he show the suffering which had 
turned his world into a wilderness. This belief 
heightened the pedestal on which I had placed him 
till he inhabited the clouds. When I prayed, it was 
not to God— but to him. 

I stayed at school till I was eighteen, then, a year 
later, we went abroad and did not return to England 
till I was nearly twenty-one. 

As the weeks passed, I noticed a change in him. 
Often when we were together, reading, I would look 
up to find his eyes fixed on me, his book face down- 
wards on his knee. Also, sometimes he would get 
up suddenly, hesitate as if he were about to say 
something, then go abruptly out of the room. I 
noticed, too, that he was extraordinarily pale, and 
that he would clasp and unclasp his hands in a quick 
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nervous manner, utterly unlike his normal dignified 
demeanour. 

The night before my twenty-first birthday, he 
suddenly said in a new disconnected manner: 

“It’s— well, let me see— it’s your birthday to- 
morrow, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, to-morrow.” 

“Ah, I see, I see! Well, as a fact— I may as well 
tell you— you come into a certain amount of money 
when you’re twenty-one.” 

“A certain amount of money! From whom?” 

“Well, it’s all quite preposterous, of course, but— 
as a fact— a distant relative died a few years ago and 
left you some money. Quite unnecessary! I am a 
rich man. It was an impertinence, really.” 

“But who was this relative?” I asked, astonished 
at this information. 

“I did not even know her— or scarcely. She lived 
in Australia. She was— well, as a fact— she was a 
relative of your— mother’s.” 

I stared at him. He had mentioned her at lastl 
He stood, ashy-white, looking down at me, leaning 
heavily on a little table by his side. 

Then— swiftly, terribly— I knew there was some 
mystery concerning my mother. 

I leapt to my feet. 

“Where was my mother buried?” 

He made a curious whistling noise, exactly like 
the hiss of escaping steam. 

“Where was she buried?” I repeated. 

“I do not know.” 

“You don’t— know!” 

“No— or care.” 
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I went nearer to him. 

“So you’ve lied to me. She died fourteen years 
ago — ” 

“Eleven!” 

“Eleven?” 

His arms shot up as if jerked by invisible strings. 
His face became distorted and his whole body began 
to writhe. 

“Yes— eleven years ago! Eleven! Eleven! Died in 
rags, a pauper! And serve her right, too— the bitch, 
the harlot, the whore!” 

The words fell like a whip across my eyes. 

“But it was fourteen years— fourteen!— since she 
went off with her rat of an Italian lover. For that’s 
what she did. A dago was what she wanted. He 
knew all the bed tricks ” 

A series of foul images followed. He pelted her 
with obscenities. A frenzy of sexual jealousy surged 
like lava from the depths of him. He stood swaying 
from side to side, a twisted, leering, humiliated being 
—ransacking the dung-heaps of his imagination for 
filth to hurl at her. 

As I watched him, two things happened: one 
mysterious, the other miraculous. 

The first was a consciousness of power which 
gradually possessed me. The dignity he had so 
abjectly abandoned became mine. The will-power 
that had deserted him entered into me. He was 
revealing the depths of himself. I would reveal 
nothing. I would live up to his creed. I would re- 
main silent, watching him, till the very excess of his 
fury reduced him to impotence. And then I wotild 
go. 
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The second— and the miraculous— thing which 
happened was this. I saw a white mistiness behind 
him, from which emerged a vision of my mother in 
all the loveliness that had haunted my childhood. 
She was more real than the frenzied figure between 
us. I ceased to see or hear it. I felt we were alone, 
and that she was revealing why she had left him. 

At last gestures and snarls were substituted for 
words. His passion ceased to be articulate. I waited 
till silence seemed like a third person in the room, 
then I turned and went to the door. Just as I 
opened it, he -spoke in a voice that was hardly a 
whisper. 

“Ivor!” 

I hurried into the hall, flung on an overcoat and 
seized a hat. 

“Ivor!” 

I went out, shutting the front door noiselessly be- 
hind me. 


C 

The next morning I instructed a lawyer to ascertain 
the amount due to me under the will of my mother’s 
relative. I did not write to my father and he did 
not know where I was. . . . 

I spent whole nights wandering about the streets. 
My inner world was in ruins. The god I had 
worshipped had become a gorilla. When I con- 
trasted what I had imagined him to be with what 
he was, I experienced a terrible interior laughter 
which frightened me. This fearless, impressive. 
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cultured man, who had kindled the fire of emula- 
tion in me, was a mask, a fake, a liel Just a cheap 
fraud— a facade with a cesspool behind it. That was 
what I had worshipped. I had made his creed mine. 
It was to be my weapon in the world. It had splin- 
tered in my hand. I had nothing. I was naked and 
empty. All I possessed was the deep certainty that 
to trust another, to believe in another, to admire 
another was childish romanticism. 

Everything seemed to be revealed in a new and a 
terrible clarity. Where once I had seen faces, I now 
saw masks. To me— now— courage was inverted fear. 
Dignity was a pose: culture a sham. The bestial was 
the real. It was that which was behind everything 
else. When all else collapsed, it remained. There 
it stood— writhing and leering and vomiting filth. 

Every memory I had of him was tainted. I hated 
him with a curious cold hatred. He had robbed me 
of my chance with the world. The lovely had be- 
come suspect. He had made a perfume a lie and a 
stink real. He had fouled my imagination, frozen 
my emotions, corrupted my thoughts into spies. He 
had left me with this ghost of a creed— never to 
believe, through fear of being always deceived. . . . 

Somehow the weeks became months— and then 
came the war. 

An immense curiosity gnawed me. Civilisation? 
We were to fight for civilisation. And what was 
that? What it seemed? Or was that, too, a facade? 
Fine words drifted down every wind— Honour, 
Glory, Patriotism, Honour. Yes, it sounded all 
right. And youth was going to die for it. 

I joined the army in August, 1914. 
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I was in training for several months, then I had a 
few days’ leave before going to the front. I stayed 
in an, hotel in London. The first night I talked to 
a priest. He was going the next day, and for some 
reason I told him my story. He listened in silence 
till I had finished, then he said: 

“Write to your father, tell him you are going to 
France, and ask if he wants to see you.” 

“All right,” I replied, “if that’s what you think.” 

I wrote the letter, there and then, and posted it. 

In the morning the priest came to my room to 
say good-bye. He gave me a book which I read 
months later in the trenches. Then he went away, 
and I never saw him again. 

The next day I received my father’s answer. It 
consisted of one word: “No.” So I knew he had 
patched up the facade and hidden himself behind 
it again. 

My last night in London I got drunk, for the first 
time. And I slept with a prostitute, also for the first 
time. Then I went to fight for civilisation. 

Before I had been in France a month, my father 
fell dead in the street. But that was only the death 
of his body. For me, he had died on the night of our 
quarrel— and half of me had died with him. He had 
left me everything, but that did not interest me. I 
had all the money I wanted. 

Three years in France, then I was wounded, but I 
went back just before the Armistice and stayed in 
the army till 1920. It was something to do. 

Then I travelled for some time, trying to find out 
what was left of me. I discovered there was nothing. 
I had seen what civilisation was— behind the facade. 
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Two worlds had ended for me. 

I returned to London and picked up with an 
artist, who told me of an experiment in communal 
living which was going to be made at 77, Potiphar 
Street, Chelsea. A Captain Frazer was financing it. 
The artist suggested I should join it. So I took the 
rooms at the top of this house. 

I suppose that was somewhere in 1922. 


D 

You, whoever you are, who read this must realise 
that it is written under great difficulties. I write 
only at night, but, even so, it is possible that Mrs. 
Frazer will appear at any minute to ask if I need any- 
thing. Also I am given a sleeping-draught, but this 
has little effect, for I sleep as much as possible during 
the day. Then they keep bringing me letters, or tell- 
ing me the names of people who have called to in- 
quire— and how surprised these visitors are to dis- 
cover that I have had rooms here for years. Rendell 
has met several of them— my publisher, my agent, 
Rosalie, Vera. At least, I am almost certain that one 
of the women was Rosalie. Mrs. Frazer watched her 
arrival. She happened to be looking out of the study 
window and saw a taxi draw up. Nearly a minute 
elapsed before a woman got out, glanced right and 
left, then seemed about to re-enter the taxi and drive 
away. But, finally, she approached the house slowly, 
hesitated again, then almost ran to the top of the 
steps. I am certain it was Rosalie. 
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All this disturbs me. It brings ghosts from my 
old life thronging round me. Also, something queer 
is happening to me in a deep interior maimer. 
Moments of intense inner excitement flash up in me, 
raising me to a new level of consciousness. I feel 
exalted and afraid. A new surging abundant life 
possesses me, a life which quickens and annihilates. 
My body seems to become as huge as the earth. I 
have to touch myself to become aware of my actual 
shape. 

Nevertheless, somehow I must go on with this 
manuscript. I must show how I became the Ivor 
Trent whom the people downstairs are clamouring 
to see. 


***** 

It must have been the end of 1922 when I first 
came to this house. I only came because my artist 
friend suggested it. Indifference paralysed me. I 
had no background, no past, no roots. My father 
had robbed me of everything represented by the 
words childhood, boyhood, youth. I had no intimate 
personal life, no memories. Behind me was a void. 

But this personal life is not the only one: there is 
the life of the world surrounding us. Instinctively 
we believe a number of things concerning it. We 
hear grand words about it— Justice, Freedom, 
Honour— and we assume they represent realities. 
Well, the war revealed that it is a Jungle. The grand 
words are a fagade. 

Still, 77 Potiphar Street was interesting. It was 
full of odd people. Captain Frazer’s experiment was 
a failure from its inception, but it was something 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


274 

to watch, and that was all I wanted— something to 
watch. Of course, I was tired of it in a month or 
two, but then I met Elsa. 

I met her through going to the studio of the artist 
who had induced me to come to Potiphar Street. 
She was sitting to him and was greatly embarrassed 
by the fact. Later, I learned that it was the first 
time she had sat to anyone, but, as she was alone 
and penniless, necessity had made her an artist’s 
model. 

I began to go to the studio whenever she was 
there. At first my presence increased her embarrass- 
ment, but soon we became friends. We dined 
together frequently and, after dinner, we walked up 
and down the Embankment for hours. Eventually 
she took a tiny room in No. 77. 

Except her appearance, there was nothing remark- 
able about her, as the word is used, but she was one 
of those strangely complete beings. Most people 
come to the world with a soul like an empty suit- 
case, which they gradually fill— usually with rubbish 
or worse. She came with her suitcase packed. She 
was therefore the spectator of her own experience. 
It foamed on the circumference of her being, it did 
not penetrate to the centre. 

There is tranquillity in joy, and it was hers. To 
be with her brought peace, as dawn over a silent sea 
brings peace. She knew little that can be taught, 
and much that can never be learned. Her beauty 
was that of a youth whom Nature had capriciously 
turned into a girl. And her hair was stolen from 
a god. 

To be with her became a necessity. I soon tired of 
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the other lodgers. The artists’ jargon, and their in- 
cessant quarrels, became very monotonous. The 
only person besides Elsa who interested me was a 
young man who believed he was a reincarnation of 
Nietzsche. He intersted me because, after all, that 
is one way of getting through the world. His mono- 
mania was intermittent, however, and when it 
deserted him he was a highly intelligent rather 
amusing man. But, after Elsa came to No. 77, I 
saw much less of him. 

Although we spent hours and hours together, I 
never told her anything about myself. She knew 
that I did nothing, but she never asked any ques- 
tions. You could be silent with her, and, often, we 
were silent. She would lie on the bed in my study 
and I would stand at the window gazing at the river. 

Then one night we became lovers. It just hap- 
pened. And then, lying in the darkness together, I 
told her everything about my life. I imagine that 
took a long time. I know that it was dawn when 
I had brought my story up to my arrival at Potiphar 
Street. 

I ended by saying something like this: 

“That’s my life, more or less. And if I have told 
it as if it were something that is over, it is because 
it is over. I shall go on, of course, but I shall never 
be able to surrender myself wholly to any experi- 
ence. I didn’t— when you gave yourself to me. Some- 
thing in me was watching. I know I’ve a certain 
type of strength, but it’s paralysed. There’s nothing 
for me to do.” 

Then she said: 

“Why don’t you write a book?” 
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“What about?” 

“What you’ve just told me.” 

“What’s the use of that?” 

“Well, an artist I sat to last week was telling a 
friend that if you give expression to thoughts, or 
emotions, or memories, you become free of them.” 

“I wonder. Well, if I wrote a book, what should 
I call it?” 

She was silent for a minute, then suggested: 

“Two Lives and a Third.” 

“No! Two Lives and a Destiny.” 

That’s how my first novel was conceived. It was 
written in this room. Often, when I was working, 
Elsa sat reading, or stood looking out of the window, 
or rested on the bed. Usually, however, I forgot she 
was there. 

A daemonic energy surged through me. I was 
slinging my life at the world. Yet, oddly enough, 
I ceased to be myself. I discovered that writing is a 
form of possession. Something drove through me, 
marshalled the book into parts and chapters, 
snatched words and phrases out of the air. I ceased 
to be Ivor Trent. I became as anonymous as a 
medium in a trance. Although the book was derived 
wholly from my own experience, that experience 
ceased to be mine. The events I recorded had not 
happened to me— they were happening to the man 
in the book. His father was not my father. I under- 
stood his father. I became him. I was each of my 
characters in turn. And I was all of them simultane- 
ously. I was never Ivor Trent. 

This was escape, this was deliverance— to be 
possessed! To inhabit the psychic realm of thought 
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and emotionl Not to know who one is, or where 
one is, or what is happening in the actual world! 
Then, at last, to look at one’s watch and so re- 
discover oneself! To count the pages, and go to 
bed— not a man, but a crowdl 

This is deliverance— the only deliverance I have' 
ever known. 

Two Lives and a Destiny took a year to write 
and revise. I had not read a line of it to Elsa, but, 
now, I read all of it to her. When I had finished, 
she said: 

"I never imagined it would be like that.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Not like that. Not as good as that, not nearly 
as good.” 

But I discounted her opinion, for I knew she was 
in love with me. I decided to find out whether any- 
one would publish it. That would be the book’s 
first test. 

So I went to see Nietzsche. I knew one or two of 
his books had been published. 

I found him in his room, lying on a sofa, reading. 

“Look here,” I burst out, “I’ve written a novel, 
and — ” 

“You’ve not got it with you?” 

“No.” 

“Right! Sit down and tell me what you want.” 

“I want to know which publisher to send it to.” 

“Don’t send it to any. Send it to my agent, Voyce. 
If it’s any good, he’ll handle it. If it isn’t, he’ll send 
it back. But don’t tell him I’m living here, because 
I owe him money. If he should place the book, then 
tell him that I recommended you to go to him. But 
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mind you also say that I’m on a walking tour through 
the Black Forest.” 

I sent the book to Voyce. A fortnight later he 
wrote asking me to see him. A month after, the 
novel was accepted by Poisons. Four months later 
it was published. 

It was a great and an instantaneous success. 


E 

This cannot be a connected narrative. I am like 
a man besieged. Letters and telegrams keep arriv- 
ing; Marsden is demanding to see me; Captain 
Frazer has discovered that no one knows that I have 
had rooms here for years. Every hour someone 
comes to the house to inquire. 

It is Wednesday night. The doctor has just gone. 
He is suspicious about me, that is evident, but— 
fortunately— I do not look well, as I spent all last 
night writing. I wrote page after page in feverish 
haste. 

Still, he has agreed that the nurse is to go. She 
leaves on Friday, and Mrs. Frazer will attend to me. 
I had a long talk with her after the doctor had gone. 
I have arranged everything. She is sending her 
husband to Ramsgate. Also, she is getting rid of 
the undesirable lodgers. Someone is to be found to 
take her place in the house. I gave her a hundred 
pounds and told her to make these changes as 
quickly as possible. 

Above all, I emphasised that Captain Frazer must 
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have gone by Saturday. That is essential. He has 
discovered my secret, and now he insists on dealing 
with visitors. I must get rid of him. There is 
nothing he would not do to make money. 

Marsden does not worry me. He called on Rendell 
yesterday and found Vera with him. Marsden and 
Veral They met once at my flat, and I saw he was 
attracted by her. Wraybum, too, was here yesterday. 
And Rosalie will probably come again. 

They are meeting in the labyrinth. But, of them, 
later. First, I must show here how I became the 
man they met. 

* # # * # 

Two Lives and a Destiny w T as not only a success 
in England. It had a big sale in America and was 
translated into several European languages. 

As a result, my name acquired a life of its own. 
I no longer possessed it exclusively. Suddenly, there- 
fore, I had a background. 

All sorts of doors opened to me. I was deluged 
with requests to write articles on this, that, or the 
other— on anything, on nothing. I was interviewed. 
I was asked to lecture. The world suddenly became 
quite a different place. My publisher, Bickenshaw, 
suddenly became quite a different person. So 
different, in fact, that I almost waited to be intro- 
duced. Agents wrote to me, enclosing little booklets 
in which were modestly outlined the inestimable 
advantages conferred by their services. Hundreds 
of people who had read the book wrote to me. One 
correspondent accused me of plagiarising an un- 
published work of his own. Every photographer in 
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London wrote to me, craving a sitting— at no obliga- 
tion to myself. Old school fellows I had forgotten 
wrote to me, saying they weren’t surprised I had 
written a book because they remembered how jolly 
good my essays used to be. Scores of people wrote 
to me saying that their father was exactly like the 
father in my book. And everyone in the United 
Kingdom with the name of Trent wrote to me— 
saying they were distant relatives, and how bad 
times were with them. 

So 77 Potiphar Street was no longer a possible 
address. 

I took a flat. I joined two or three clubs. I went 
to dinners, parties, country houses. I had a good 
private income and my appearance was a success. I 
met all sorts of people— eminent, amusing, in- 
fluential. And, gradually, I accepted their assump- 
tions about me. 

I accepted their assumptions about me. Not one 
of them was true, not one of them bore any relation 
to what I was, but I accepted them. How, other- 
wise, could I meet these people? You lose your back- 
ground unless you adapt yourself to it. Also, I told 
myself that all this was temporary. It was amusing 
to be a celebrity for a year or two. Above all, life 
had cheated me. Success was a type of revenge. So 
my real self— the naked, empty Ivor Trent— stood on 
the bank and watched the successful Ivor Trent 
swirling round the social vortex. 

But although I left Potiphar Street, I kept my 
rooms there. By now Captain Frazer’s experiment 
had completely collapsed, so I gave Mrs. Frazer 
money to save them frorn bankruptcy. This was not 
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generosity. Instinctively I knew that I could only 
write in this room overlooking the river. That 
sounds the merest superstition, but it is neverthe- 
less a fact that I have never been able to work any- 
where but here. I have tried again and again— 
always with the same result. 

But there was a deeper reason why I retained these 
rooms. I knew that I belonged to the nomads who 
drifted in and out of this house, for I, too, was a 
rootless person. I, too, had no place in the world. 
I, too, was a bankrupt— on a very different level, it 
is true, but a bankrupt none the less. 

I did not see Elsa and I did not write to her. When 
I returned to these rooms (two or three years after 
the publication of Two Lives and a Destiny) to 
write my second book, she had gone— and I did not 
ask Mrs. Frazer if she knew where she was. 

I hated her. 

That is difficult to explain, but it is essential to 
explain it. 

I had become a man whose external life bore no 
relation whatever to his interior one. Outwardly, 
I was a success. Inwardly, I was a failure. I had 
rebelled against this secret knowledge. I refused to 
admit this inner emptiness. To do that would be 
to go into the desert— and wait for a miracle. But I 
dared not do that. 

I rebelled, and the last ten years of my life are 
the history of that rebellion. My relations with 
others are incidents in that history. Wraybum once 
told me that I had evaded my “spiritual destiny,” 
and that my relations with others “represented my 
time-killing activities.” But he did not know how 
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true these statements were, for I deceived even him. 

Only I— and Elsa— knew the truth about Ivor 
Trent. Only she and I knew the real Ivor Trent, 
the man who was empty and naked— the man who 
had made a book out of the debris of his life. To 
others, I was what I appeared to be. So I turned to 
these others and deserted Elsa. 

I turned to them because I was determined to 
prove to myself that I had power. I would make 
others acknowledge that power so that it might seem 
real to me. If they believed in it, I, too, might be 
able to believe in it. 

There was nothing very extraordinary in this 
decision. How many men are there who, being 
miserably unhappy at home, devote their finest 
energies to the creation of a great business in order 
that outward success shall numb the knowledge of 
inner failure? Why, what is our civilisation— our 
pride in “our dominion over Nature”— but one vast 
conspiracy to escape from the terrible knowledge of 
our emptiness? More and more we live “outside” 
ourselves. We blind our eyes with seeing, deafen 
our ears with hearing. Bigger and bigger grow our 
buildings, mightier and mightier our cities, in the 
frenzied hope that outward visible triumphs will so 
hypnotise us that we shall forget our inward spiritual 
squalor. Noise, sensation, speed— those are our 
gods. We, who dare not be silent, dare not think, 
dare not be still, lest we should see the ghosts we 
have become. 

No, there was nothing extraordinary about my 
decision to live “outside” myself. 

Before the publication of Two Lives and a 
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Destiny , I had no choice. I could have gone into 
the world, of course, but it is one thing to be “a 
Mr. Trent” and quite another to be Ivor Trent. 

I capitalised my background and went into the 
world. My novel was dramatised and the play had 
a considerable success in London and New York. 
Money surrounded me like an incoming tide. I 
played the part of a successful person, but, under- 
neath, I knew I had run away from myself. I knew 
that my activities had no centre: they were 
mechanical, not organic. I was a ghost in fancy 
dress. 

Still, I went into the world. That is, I became 
involved in chaos. I knew that the structure of 
society had collapsed. I knew that only a spiritual 
miracle could deliver the world from its deepening 
darkness— just as I knew that only a spiritual miracle 
could quicken life in me. A facade would not save 
either of us. 

So, by a masterpiece of irony, I did exactly what 
my father had done. I presented a facade to the 
world, behind which shivered my empty and naked 
self. 

Everyone accepted this facade as being the man. 
Everyone believed that I was what I seemed— that 
I had a forceful, dominating personality, and all 
the rest of it. I became reckless in my relations with 
others. I wanted to prove to myself that I had 
power, and I was determined to prove it. 

But there was one person who knew the truth— 
Elsa. It was why I hated her. She was a nobody, an 
artist’s model, tramping from studio to studio, but 
she knew the real Ivor Trent whom I was denying. 
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I never wrote to her and she did not write to me. 
But she knew. I had told her everything. And the 
fact that I had deserted her, without a word or a 
line, was proof conclusive that I dare not seek to 
justify my present type of existence to her. 

She knew— and the knowledge that she knew was 
agony. While she lived, I should know that my 
mask was a mask. Her very existence was a subtle 
form of blackmail. 

The better I became known, the greater my 
“triumphs” in the world, or with women, the more 
intolerable the knowledge became that Elsa was not 
deceived. She knew that the great Ivor Trent was a 
ghost; a coward who had abandoned himself and 
her; a fake, like his father, who deceived others 
with a facade. She knew— this tuppeny-ha’penny 
starving model in Chelsea knew my secret. And the 
fact that she was negligible, in the world's eyes, only 
lacerated my pride more deeply. Had she been my 
“equal” in any way, I could have endured it. But 
this nobody, in her squalid room! 

While I was at Potiphar Street, writing my second 
book, Mrs. Frazer volunteered certain information 
about Elsa. I learned that her life was a pretty im- 
possible affair. Sittings became progressively scarce 
and she had not literally a penny outside her earn- 
ings. Mrs. Frazer was guarded in her account, but 
nevertheless I realised that Elsa had had to sell her- 
self in order not to starve. I knew the types she 
encountered, and could guess the rest. 

I had no pity for her. On the contrary, I was glad. 
She had remained “complete,” she was everything I 
was not, everything I needed to be— but the world 
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feted me and kicked her into the gutter. That fact 
gave me perverse satisfaction, for it seemed to estab- 
lish my superiority. 

Sometimes I saw her in the street, but, whenever 
possible, I avoided her. Usually, that was simple, 
as I only went out at night. Twice, however, we 
came face to face. We only exchanged common- 
place remarks, but, standing before her, I endured 
terrible humiliation. She was wretchedly dressed, 
but, although the talons of necessity had gripped 
and tautened her features, they had not extinguished 
the light which illuminated them. 

I did not see her again after the second of these 
meetings, and I never referred to her when talking 
to Mrs. Frazer. Gradually she became a shadow on 
the circumference of my memory. If I thought of 
her, it was only to hope that she had gone away, or 
married, or that she was dead. 

Soon, however, my life became so complicated, 
owing to the relations I deliberately established 
with others, that I had no time to think of 
Elsa. . . . 

I am going to reveal the truth of those relation- 
ships here. I shall hide nothing. But, first, I must 
make clear the motive which dominated my actions 
in every case. 

Only a summary can do that. 

The discovery that my father’s “strength” was 
weakness— then the inferno of the war— had de- 
prived me of every value I had ever possessed. I 
was empty and naked. But I rebelled against this 
inner impotence. The success of my first book made 
that rebellion possible. I denied the truth about my- 
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self and went into the world. I created a personality. 
I invented Ivor Trent. 

But it was imperative that others should believe 
in him. It was essential they should believe that this 
Ivor Trent had power. That was essential, for, if he 
seemed real to them, he might seem real to me. 

To dominate others, therefore, was my aim. To 
make them convinced that I had power. Power for 
good, or power for evil— power for this, that, or the 
other— but Powerl 

To make them accept this ghost in armour as a 
man! To dominate them, on some level or other, 
till my personality was more real to them than their 
own! To tower above them till they mistook a 
shadow for strength! To hypnotise them with a 
mask 

This was Ivor Trent. 


F 

Mrs. Frazer has just left me. 

I asked her how long I had been here. She told 
me that it is ten days. A week ago last Sunday I 
collapsed at the top of the steps and was carried to 
this room. 

Then she went on to tell me that the changes I 
wanted had been made. Captain Frazer had gone to 
Ramsgate, and so on. This wearied me, and I think 
she noticed it, for she changed the subject abruptly 
and gave me an account of a scene which happened 
last Saturday, and one which greatly embarrassed 
her. 
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It appears that soon after two o’clock Marsden, 
Vera, Wraybum, Mrs. Frazer and her husband were 
having a violent discussion in Rendell’s room. 
Rendell arrived in the middle of it, but his appear- 
ance in no way abated it. On the contrary, it be- 
came more unrestrained till, finally, when everyone 
was shouting and no one was listening, the door 
opened and the servant announced that a lady had 
called to see Mr. Rendell. 

Mrs. Frazer described the visitor minutely. It was 
Rosalie. And she was in mourning. 

“In she came, Mr. Trent, in the middle of that 
hubbub! I never felt so ashamed in my life. She 
looked startled, I can tell you, and I’m not surprised. 
She was frail-looking, but very beautiful. What she 
must have thought— and what Mr. Rendell must 
have thought— I tremble to think. I do, indeed.” 

“It wasn’t your fault, Mrs. Frazer,” I replied. “It 
was your husband’s. Anyway, there won’t be any 
more scenes now he’s gone.” 

I passed my hand across my forehead. 

“There!” she exclaimed. “Now I’ve tired you, 
telling you all my troubles! I shall leave you now 
and you must have a rest.” 

“I quite agree, but there’s one thing I want first.” 

“What’s that, sir?” 

“I want copies of The Times for the last week. 
Could you send out for them?” 

“Mr. Rendell takes The Times, sir, and as it 
happens I haven't used the old copies yet. I’ll bring 
them up. It’s good to hear you asking for a news- 
paper. I’m sure I’d never have believed it a week 
>> 

ago. 
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A few minutes later she returned with the papers. 
Directly I was alone, I scanned the “Deaths” 
announcements. 

“Vivian . . . after a short illness ...” 

He was deadl Paul Vivian was dead! . . . 

I remember every circumstance relating to my first 
meeting with Rosalie. I had finished a book and 
had just returned to my flat. Then one evening a 
Mrs. Laidlaw rang me up and begged me to dine at 
her house on the Thursday, explaining that her 
husband had asked a Mr. and Mrs. Vivian to dinner 
—people they had met on a trip abroad— and now, 
unexpectedly, her husband had had to go away. 

“Do come, Ivor, although it will be dull.” 

“Why will it be dull?” I asked. 

“Because he’s a Dreary, but she’s rather a darling. 
Enigmatic— oddl Can’t quite make her out. But 
she’s a Lovely— definitely. Do come.” 

“Very well. I’ll come.” 

I cannot imagine why I said I’d go. I was in no 
need of distraction, for, two days before, a woman 
called Vera Thornton had descended on me, who 
seemed to think I was God and that therefore I 
could shape her destiny. As I had taken her into 
the flat, instead of putting her outside it, I did 
not lack company. Nevertheless, I went to the 
Laidlaws. 

I was in the hall when the Vivians arrived. We 
stood gazing at each other while her husband took 
off his overcoat. Her lips were parted, giving ex- 
pectancy to the beautifully modelled features and 
this contrasted strangely with the frightened ex- 
pression of the large very blue eyes. 
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Then she disappeared, and I glanced at her 
husband. 

I put him down at forty-five, but I was far from 
certain. He was the type that becomes defined at 
thirty and changes little thereafter. He was heavy, 
solid, capable. His appearance told you most things 
about him. You knew what his parents were like, 
the kind of life he lived, his opinions, his prejudices, 
and his virtues. I decided that he was a pendulum, 
rather than a man, and wondered why that “other- 
world” woman had married him. 

I had one minute with Mrs. Laidlaw before they 
joined us. 

“Well? You’ve seen them?” 

“Yes, I was in the hall when they arrived.” 

“He’s rather like the National Debt, don’t you 
think? But she’s joyous, isn’t she?” 

“I suppose he knows she’s going to be very ill 
very soon.” 

“Don’t be absurd, Ivor! She’s been ill. That’s 
why they went for that trip. She’s had two nervous 
breakdowns— and the second one was serious.” 

. She tapped her forehead significantly. 

“I see. Well — ” 

“They’re coming! I’m counting on you to talk. 
I can’t say one word to him. Whatever subject you 
mention, he always says ‘the situation is serious.’ 
Once I asked him if he had a hobby, and he said 
he was % Numismatist. What’s that, Ivor? It sounds 
indecent.” 

I shall not forget that dinner. I hardly spoke to 
her, and I do not believe she looked at me once, but 
I was aware only of her— and the wordless dialogue 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


290 

between us. She sat motionless and silent, rather 
like a solitary child at a grown-up party, telling me 
about herself in a language more subtle than speech. 

When she said good-bye, she did not look at me. 

The next afternoon I rang her up. I recognised 
her voice, and said: 

“Is that you, Rosalie?” 

“But-who is it?” 

“Ivor.” 

I heard an odd little sound like a gasp. 

“Ivor,” I repeated. “I want you to come to my 
flat— now.” 

“But-but — ” 

“Now!” 

I gave her the address, then added: 

“I am waiting for you.” 

Half an hour later she arrived. 

She made no excuse for coming and gave no ex- 
planations. It was some moments before she spoke. 
On entering the sitting-room, she paused and looked 
round as if to convince herself that it was real. 

I made her rest on a sofa, then she began to talk— 
rather as if she were continuing an interrupted con- 
versation— and I learned about her parents and the 
circumstances in which she had married Vivian. 
Also she told me that she had had two nervous 
collapses. 

I watched rather than listened. Her history was 
in her appearance— just as her husband’s was in his. 
The difference between those histories was the gulf 
which separated them. He was unaware of that gulf. 
She was poised precariously on the brink of it. 

Her gifts were those of an emotional genius. She 
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responded to every nuance of feeling, every vibra- 
tion in the atmosphere, every fleeting mood. It was 
because she had the potentiality of a great artist that 
she utterly failed to be a minor one. But she lacked 
one quality essential to a great creative synthesis— 
that of Will. For her to attempt an orthodox life 
was equivalent to a butterfly attempting the work 
of a bee. 

She had lightning transitions from hysteria to 
inertia; an amazing gift for surrendering to each 
emotion that welled up in her. In recounting her 
history, she isolated with unerring flair the one 
significant detail which made a scene flash into life. 
Her descriptions were not catalogues of facts. They 
were impressionistic evocations. You did not hear 
them. You saw them. 

Her beauty was that of a fey child, mysteriously 
become a woman. The spirit that inhabited her 
body seemed remote from it. When she was absent, 
it was her smile, or a gesture, or her rippling laugh 
which stabbed your memory— never the line of her 
figure. 

After she had been with me for an hour, she sud- 
denly leaped to her feet. 

“I must got” 

“Why?” 

“He will be back soon.” 

“You will come to-morrow?” 

“Yes.” 

She came the next day, and the next, and the next. 

Within a week we were lovers. Nevertheless, when 
she was not with me, it was her smile, or a gesture, 
or her rippling laugh which stabbed my memory— 
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never the white beauty of her body. 

Again and again she would lie in my arms sob- 
bing. She clung to me like a child who, till now, 
had been too frightened to cry. 

Endlessly, however, her ever-active imagination 
tortured her. 

Once, when she was dressing, she paused suddenly 
and pointed to her clothes. 

"He paid for these! He’s at his office now— work- 
ing— getting money for me!” 

Instantly she identified herself with him. She saw 
our relations as he would see them. She became 
hysterical. 

“Ivort Ivor! Him— think of him! I shall kill 
myselfl I can’t sleep by him, night after night, 
knowing — ” 

“Listen to me!” 

She stared at me with terrified eyes, her breasts 
rising and falling as if she had just run a race. 

“Our being lovers has saved your marriage. You 
know that is true.” 

“Yes, but— him!” 

“It doesn’t matter about him. It matters about 
you.” 

“But if— if I tell him!” 

“You won’t tell him.” 

“But I mayl I may , Ivor! Suddenly— without 
being able to help it. I shall scream— and tell him!” 

“You won’t tell him.” 

She came nearer me. 

“How can you know?— how can you be so 
certain?” 

“I’ll lend you my will.” 
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“Can you do that?” she asked, quite seriously, her 
voice a child-like blend of surprise and curiosity. 

“Yes. If, suddenly, you feel you must tell him, 
you will say to yourself— I will see Ivor to-morrow 
and then both of us will tell him. That’s what you’ll 
say.” 

She accepted this as a heaven-sent solution. ’ A 
moment later she had forgotten Vivian’s existence 
and was laughing at her reflection in the mirror. 

But that night at ten o’clock my telephone bell 
rang. 

“Ivorl” 

"Yes.” 

(I had to be monosyllabic, for Vera Thornton was 
in the room.) 

“I’m in a public telephone-box. He had to go out. 
It was inevitable about us, wasn’t it? You said it was 

inevitable." 

“Yes.” 

“You’re certain?” 

“Yes.” 

“I knew you were, but I had to hear you say it. 
I’m certain, too— now. To-morrow?” 

“To-morrow.” 

What Vivian would suffer if he knew! That was 
the rock round which her imagination seethed. She 
made his values hers; saw the situation with his 
eyes. This was her rack, and again and again she 
stretched herself upon it. 

She would devise the most fantastic solutions in 
order to ease her suffering. 

“Ivor! Listen! Perhaps, if he knew, he wouldn’t 
mind. Yes, yes! Wait! If he knew that you had 
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saved our marriage, he— might— don’t you think?” 

I would calm her with a word. It was only 
necessary to make an entirely definite statement in 
a tone of authority for her to accept it as if God 
had spoken. 

“If only you would teach me to be strong, like 
you! Do you know, last night, I laughed in my sleep. 
He told me so this morning.” 

“Well, don’t let it go any further,” I began, but 
she clutched my arm. 

“Ivor!” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps I’ve told everything in my sleep! And 
perhaps he heard— and doesn’t mind. Is that pos- 
sible, do you think?” 

Every other day she imagined a new solution. It 
was curious how, having no consciousness of guilt 
herself, she suffered agonies of remorse through 
accepting his standards. Nevertheless, despite this 
vicarious suffering, the improvement in her health 
was astonishing. She looked years younger than the 
woman I had met at the Laidlaws. 

One afternoon, when we had been lovers for some 
months, she made a new suggestion— and a startling 
one. 

“I want you to meet him, Ivor. I want you to 
come to the flat— often!” 

“Why?” 

“It— it will seem more— more regular 

She was looking at me with great, serious eyes. 

“You will do that for me?” she added. 

“Yes, if you like.” 

She seized my hands impulsively. 



IVOR TRENT’S MANUSCRIPT 


*95 


"Why do you love me, Ivor?” 

"Because you give me a sense of power.” 

She laughed and began to talk about something 
else, but— a week later— I was asked to dine at the 
Vivians. 

Vivian knew I had met Rosalie since the night at 
the Laidlaws. She had told him that she had run 
into me somewhere else, and that we had become 
friends. Consequently the suggestion that I should 
dine with them was more likely to allay suspicion 
than to provoke it. 

The flat was an extension of Vivian. He had 
lived in it as a bachelor and, with one exception, it 
was now what it had been then. Rosalie had merely 
been imported into it. The exception was her own 
intimate room which, before Vivian married, had 
not been used, the flat being a large one. To cross 
the threshold was to leave one world and enter 
another. 

Vivian’s furniture was solid, handsome, heavy. It 
regarded you with the dull pride of immutability. 
You were transitory: it was permanent. Each piece 
had its place and would remain in it. There it stood 
—a symbol of its owner’s virtues. 

Vivian regarded other people, not as individuals, 
but as types. To discover to which type a man be- 
longed, all that was necessary was to know what he 
did. I was a writer. Very well, then! I was the 
“artist” type. 

Now, with Vivian and his friends, art would have 
been dismissed as a piece of foolishness had it not 
been for the fact that certain pictures sold for 
stupendous sums of money, and certain writers 



THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 


296 

made incomes which were not to be denied. Also, 
eccentric members of the aristocracy were genuinely 
interested in art and showed clearly that they did 
not regard it as ingenious tomfoolery. Vivian, there- 
fore, feigned respect for it while privately regarding 
it as super-nonsense. 

My opinion of him was wholly at variance with 
Rosalie’s, though I did not tell her so. She regarded 
him as kind, indulgent, unselfish. To me, he 
possessed none of those qualities. He was a man 
who was quite certain that certain things could 
never happen to him. They happened to others, 
of course— but not to him. 

What convinced me of this was the manner in 
which he referred to Rosalie’s illnesses. His attitude 
implied that his wife ought not to have had nervous 
collapses. (He always referred to her as “my wife.”) 
He could find no explanation of these breakdowns. 
She had every comfort, every attention. They went 
away frequently and she did not lack amusement. 
Why, then, nervous collapses? 

It was plain that he regarded them as disturbances 
in an otherwise satisfactory and well-organised life. 
They were the only contact he had ever had with 
Failure. 

"On the second occasion, it was very painful, very 
painful indeed.” He paused and looked round in 
order to make certain that we were alone. “She used 
to scream— although she was in a first-class nursing 
home. The one in which Lady Mavers is interested, 
you probably know of it. I used to say to her— 
gently, of course— ‘My dear, you really must control 
yourself.’ It was a most difficult time for me. And 
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once— would you believe it?— when I went to see her 
in the home, she did not recognise me.” 

I pointed out that she was a sensitive— but I got 
no further. 

“Yes, yes! I know that argument, but it’s based 
on a fallacy. She’s deceptively frail-looking. I use 
the word ‘deceptively’ advisedly. You may not be- 
lieve me, but, actually, she’s strongly built. Lithe— 
but strong. She looks far more frail in her clothes 
than she does— than she actually is.” 

There he sat at the head of the table, a square, 
solid figure in old-fashioned evening clothes. He 
had a ponderous head, shrewd eyes, broad, capable 
hands. To see him was to know his friends. Every- 
thing I learned about Vivian only confirmed what I 
already knew. I never made a discovery. 

Clockwork-regularity was his god. On Wednesday 
nights they dined at a restaurant, because the 
servants went out on Wednesday nights. Never 
did they enter a restaurant on any other night. On 
Saturday they went to the play, because Vivian did 
not mind being late on Saturdays as he did not 
have to go to the office the next day. On Saturday 
afternoons he had a Turkish bath, because the office 
was shut on Saturday afternoons. On Sunday from 
three to five he contemplated his coins. He had a 
remarkable collection and was very proud of it. He 
took the same house in the country every summer 
and went to it every week-end. His wife could stay 
there from May till September, if she chose. If not, 
she accompanied him every week-end. Every other, 
year they went abroad for a month. Every morning 
he left the house at nine-thirty and returned at six 


U 
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o'clock. Every winter he suffered from bronchial 
trouble. 

Rosalie was a prisoner among the prosaic. 

On one occasion I referred to the amazing im- 
provement in her health, adding that I took some 
credit for it as it coincided with our friendship. 

“Oh yes, yes! She’s quite normal, really. All 
women have fads. But I always knew that a regular 
life must have an effect on her. One young fool of 
a doctor told me that she needed an outlet.” 

He looked at me with heavy indignation. 

“My wife needed an outlet! Did you ever hear 
such nonsense? Here she is, perfectly well again, 
and what outlet has she now which she had not 
then?” 

I agreed that a regular life had had its effect on 
her. 

My friendship with Rosalie did not disturb him 
in the least. In fact, in the winter, when his 
bronchial trouble asserted itself, he welcomed my 
presence, and frequently asked me to take Rosalie 
to the theatre on Saturday nights. 

As to the question of possible infidelity, I am con- 
vinced it never crossed his mind. To him, she was 
not Rosalie. She was— his wife. Somebody else’s 
wife might be unfaithful to her husband, of course, 
but not his wife. Things like that did not happen 
to him . 

I half believe that he thought it was my admira- 
tion for him which made me such a frequent visitor. 

What would he do if he discovered? That was 
the only question relating to Vivian which I could 
not answer. Would he merely insist that she was 
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never to see me again— then punish her in secret 
till the day one of them died? That would avoid 
scandal. Or would he divorce her, and bang the 
gates of his memory on her for ever? Would he 
commit suicide? Murder? It was impossible even to 
have an opinion. To discover that his wife had a 
lover would be a calamity so outside Vivian’s experi- 
ence that his reaction to it was not to be imagined. 

Rosalie believed that he loved her. I believed 
that he loved her as part of himself. I do not think 
he loved Rosalie. But I am quite certain he loved 
his wife. 

I did not care whether he discovered or not. 
Danger has always fascinated me. It delivers me 
from that terrible interior weariness. It robs the 
days and nights of that fearful flat monotony in 
which everything is steeped in the leaden hue of 
mediocrity. Danger is the subtlest form of intoxica- 
tion. It makes the most worthless life suddenly 
worth the living. It gives meaning to the meaning- 
less. Boredom lies awake in a nightcap, but Danger 
sleeps with a sword by its side. 

At any moment Rosalie might have told Vivian. 
She lived, moved, and had her being in a state of 
emotional tension. She had the irresistible impulses 
of a child. She had, too, a child’s craving to share 
its happiness. Her imagination tortured her by 
compelling her to regard that happiness as he would 
regard it. Above all, she had the dream that it was 
possible for Vivian to know we were lovers— and 
to share the innocence she felt in that relationship. 
And, for her, this was not only a dream, it was an 
objective. It was her belief in this fantasy which 
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enabled her to continue to deceive him. This was 
why she wanted me to visit their flat. To be there 
together, the three of us, in a room— seemed to her 
to be prophetic of the fulfilment of her dream. The 
three of us— in physical proximity 1 To Rosalie, that 
fact foreshadowed a future intimacy in which all 
barriers would be down. 

She was so far removed from Vivian that she 
could believe that about him! She was such worlds 
away from him that she could not believe he was 
what he seemed. 

Whenever my telephone bell rang, whenever a 
wire came for me, or a ring at the door, my mind 
became a question mark. Often, I was certain she 
would tell him. I have seen the sentence quiver on 
her lips a dozen times. 

Once she impulsively took his arm and mine 
simultaneously. I could see that her romanticism 
was regarding herself as a link between us. I burst 
out laughing, and thereby jarred her back to 
actuality. 

. To dominate her so that she would not tell him! 
That was my task, and success almost convinced me 
that I possessed the power in which she so wholly 
believed. To steel her with my will! To possess her 
psychic being! To still her remorse with a word! 
To rule her ever-active imagination! 

And— simultaneously— not to care if she did tell 
him. Her confession would force me into action. 
If he divorced her, I would marry her. If he killed 
her, I would kill him. To be forced to act, to do 
something— anything! At times I thought that this 
would be deliverance. 
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What did it matter to me whether she told him 
or not? I was living so “outside” myself, so divorced 
from my centre, that all my actions were unreal to 
me. What gave them a ghostly appearance of reality 
was Rosalie’s belief in my strength. That belief 
almost enabled me to believe in the Ivor Trent 
whom she loved. And, every day, my desire to 
believe in him deepened, for— every day— the alter- 
native became clearer and clearer. 

The alternative was to enter a desert— not unlike 
the one which surrounded Denis Wraybum. But of 
him— later. 

Did I love Rosalie? The question is meaning- 
less. When a man is desperately at odds with him- 
self, others do not exist. He is a battlefield of 
principalities and powers. His relations with others 
are a caricature of that conflict. He is alone. And 
the more people he knows, and the more famous 
he is, the greater is that solitude. 

To me, Rosalie was something rare, something 
unexpected in the modem world— a work of art in 
a factory. Sometimes I forgot my falsity, my empti- 
ness, in watching her. (Usually, I watched her. I 
seldom listened to what she said.) At times I felt 
that she was my childhood— the childhood of which 
I had been robbed. But, had she guessed that the 
only link between us was weakness, she would have 
turned to ice in my arms. For she needed strength, 
and she believed that I was strong. She needed two 
types of strength: Vivian’s— and what she believed 
was mine. Vivian’s, because the actual world was 
so shadowy to her that she needed the companion- 
ship of one to whom it was overwhelmingly real. 
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And she needed the strength she believed was mine 
—that is, psychic strength— in order to stabilise her 
imagination. 

She needed the physical proximity of Vivian— 
and the psychic proximity of the type she imagined 
me to be. It was because she realised this uncon- 
sciously that she longed for Vivian to share our 
secret. 

It never occurred to her that she was separated 
from me by a gulf as wide and as deep as that which 
divided her from Vivian. 

She did not know that Ivor Trent was a ghost. 
She thought he was a giant. 


G. 

During the three years we were lovers, Rosalie 
believed she was the only woman with whom I was 
intimate. Actually, during the first year, Vera 
Thornton visited me frequently. . . . 

One afternoon— a few days before my first meet- 
ing with Rosalie at the Laidlaws’— I was alone in my 
flat, reading, when I was disturbed by a long peal 
from the bell. 

I went to the door and found myself confronted 
by a woman of about twenty-one, who was trembling 
with excitement. She stood, speechless, staring at 
me with dark fanatical eyes, as if I were an idol in 
a shrine. She held a bulging bag which was clearly 
very heavy, for she stood obliquely, so that the pull 
of her body balanced its weight. 



IVOR TRENT’S MANUSCRIPT 3O3 

“I’m Vera Thornton,” she announced at last, in 
a voice resembling a gasp. 

The name was vaguely familiar, but I failed to 
place her. 

“I wrote to you, if you remember, and— and you 
answered my letter.” 

For some reason these simple statements made her 
blush crimson. 

“I remember,” I replied. “You wrote telling me 
about your family. Won’t you come in?” 

We went to the sitting-room. I was about to 
suggest she should sit down, when I noticed the 
absence of the bag. 

“Where’s your bag?” I asked. 

“I— I left it outside.” 

“Do you mean— outside the front door?” 

She nodded, so I went to fetch it, half convinced 
that I had a lunatic on hand, and half interested. 

I struggled back with the bag— which must have 
been filled with lead to its uttermost capacity— and 
had scarcely entered the room when she began to 
speak in a nervous staccato manner, but with great 
rapidity. 

In broken, intense sentences, she literally hurled 
her history at my head. She told me about her 
home: her father’s promiscuity: the pleasure- 
frenzied lives of her brothers and sisters: hinted 
darkly at infamies: described the pandemonium 
which raged perpetually in the house. Then, with 
the briefest of pauses, she raced on to detail her 
scholastic achievements, her sufferings, and the 
shame she had endured at being connected with 
such a family. 
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Exclamations, blushes, angry gestures, served as 
punctuation in this passionate recital. She emphas- 
ised her isolation from this family of hers with ever- 
increasing intensity. She went on and on. She re- 
lated her conflicts with her brothers and sisters; 
their contempt for her standards; her loathing of 
theirs; and the coarse jokes with which her father 
had countered her protests. 

Finally, she explained that for the last year she 
had read only my books, knew whole passages by 
heart, and that they had inspired her to leave her 
family and come to London. 

During the whole of this explosion she did not 
look at me. When its echoes had trembled into 
silence, I asked her what she proposed to do in 
London. 

A long tortuous explanation followed, during 
which she writhed with embarrassment to such an 
extent that she maintained only a precarious balance 
on her chair. Nevertheless, I gathered from hints, 
innuendoes, and side-long glances that she regarded 
me as a god who would provide her with a destiny— 
of a highly-spiritual order. 

I lit a cigarette and began to pace up and down 
the room, interested by the knowledge that if all this 
had occurred when I was about to write a book, I 
should have got rid of her instantly. But I had just 
finished one, and so had nothing to do. Also, I had 
long since tired of meeting herds of people. For 
some years I had concentrated on individuals. 
Curiosity therefore suggested exploration. 

As I paced up and down I glanced at her repeat- 
edly, noting her powerful regular features, her jet- 
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black hair, her strong over-developed figure. She 
was leaning forward, her hands clasping her knees, 
staring into futurity with fanatical eyes. She looked 
rather like a prophetess who had got the sack and 
was plotting revenge. 

Then, with a view to testing the validity of a 
theory I had already formed, I began to question 
her regarding certain parts of her story. Not one of 
these questions related to her achievements, or her 
spiritual claims, or her fantastic conception of me. 
They concerned the members of her family. I 
pressed for further details about them— especially 
her sisters. I made her describe their appearance, 
their clothes and— above all— the types of life they 
led. Vera had only hinted darkly at enormities, but 
now I insisted on details. 

I got them— obscured by a veil of prudery— but 
more or less complete. They were not in the least 
interesting, being merely commonplace examples of 
the pleasures of dull people with the modem con- 
ception of freedom. What was interesting, however, 
were certain facts which Vera made plain without 
intending to. do so. 

Briefly summarised, these were: that her sisters 
were pretty, attractive, and in great demand; that 
they ridiculed her pretensions;' patronised her; and 
generally regarded her as a freak. 

In fact, her account of them was an astonishing 
example of unconscious self-revelation. She made it 
very clear that it was her pride which was in flaming 
revolt against her family, not her soul. She hated 
them, not because of their sensuality, but because 
they refused to acknowledge her superiority. Her 
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leaving them and coming to London was not the 
initial deed of a spiritual crusade. It was a melo- 
dramatic attempt to convince them of her origin- 
ality. Her governing motive was to impress them, 
and so to be revenged for the humiliations they had 
inflicted. 

Secretly, she feared that their estimate of her was 
the true one. She was terribly afraid that, under- 
neath, she was like them. She was haunted by the 
fear that what separated her from them was not 
spirituality, but lack of courage. Her hatred was a 
secret fear of kinship. Consequently she was deter- 
mined to prove that she did not belong to them. 

And she expected me to accept her at her own 
valuation! I regarded her with the contempt that 
a great swindler feels for a pickpocket. 

Nevertheless, I gave her tea and, later, I told the 
servants some lie about a cousin, so that Vera could 
spend the night in the flat. 

For some days she talked and I listened. I listened 
to such fantastic nonsense about myself that, more 
than once, nothing less than murder seemed an 
adequate punishment. She grovelled before me. I 
was to be the means by which she would convince 
herself of her spiritual superiority to her family. 

Things could not go on like this. That was 
definite. By now, I had met Rosalie, and so Vera 
had to leave the flat. I got her a room and then I 
told her, in the plainest possible terms, that her 
Christmas-card conception of me bore no relation 
to the facts, and that if we were to meet in the future 
it must be on that basis. 

She gave me a superior smile— the kind of smile 
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that is exchanged by members of a tiny community 
which meets in a basement once a week, and is dog- 
matically certain that it— and only it— possesses the 
Key to the Riddle of the Universe. Despite this 
smile, however, I told her that in no circumstances 
was she to come to the flat unless I asked her. Then, 
having repeated that her conception of me was 
wholly fictitious, I got rid of her. 

But that did not stop her writing. My God, those 
lettersl Vera’s lettersl Someone once said that the 
spiritual life must be a fulfilment, not a substitute. 
If ever truth were written, it is there. Those letters 
—what she believed them to be, and what they were! 
I began to hate her. I wrote her a line asking her 
not to write to me. I received three thousand words 
by return of post, mainly to the effect that I did not 
know what I really was, and that what I really was— 
was what the world really wanted. 

I had had enough. And I had arrived at a deci- 
sion. I sent her a note asking her to come to the 
flat the next night, stressing— for the third time— that 
if she came she must not expect to find the man she 
imagined me to be. 

She came the next night. I tested the extent of 
my dominion over her, only to discover that it had 
no limits. Then I told her she would come to the 
flat twice a week, and oftener if I sent for her. 

For a year she visited me regularly. 

During that period I proved a number of things 
to her in such a manner that even she could retain 
no illusions about me or herself. Not only did I 
descend from the pedestal on which she had placed 
me, but I also forced her to vacate hers. 
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I humiliated her, physically and psychologically, 
till no trace of her former conception of me re- 
mained. I proved to her that she did belong to that 
family which she so despised. I proved to her that 
their estimate of her was the true one, and that her 
pretensions were a facade erected by her pride. 

Again and again— breathless, crimson, infuriated 
—she announced that she hated me and would never 
see me again— never! And whenever I sent her a 
note, she arrived at the flat precisely at the hour I 
had stated. 

Her surrender, on every level, was complete and 
abject. She had no will in my presence— only a 
genius for obedience. Soon, she had one fear, and 
only one— that in some mysterious manner her 
family would learn of her degradation. This fear 
was so rooted that it was not removed by the state- 
ment that they would learn of it only if she told 
them. 

Those are the facts about my relations with Vera. 
They are not pretty ones, but I am not concerned 
with prettiness. 

To be worshipped for everything I was not— every- 
thing from which I had run away— was intolerable. 
'It woke a cold anger in me, an icy determination to 
destroy. She should learn what she was— as I had 
been forced to know what I was. She should know 
what she was running away from— even as I knew. 
If she wanted to present a facade to the world, it 
was better to realise what was behind it. It was 
better to know that it hid a naked empty Vera 
Thornton, than to believe that it shielded a saint 
in the making. 
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So, in the space of a few weeks, I ceased to be a 
Spiritual Superman for Vera and became a Monster 
of Vice. (The latter designation was as fantastic 
as the former. I was, in fact, consistently a ghost 
throughout.) Originally, she gazed at my Radiance 
in the clouds, and now she peered at my Dark 
Shadow in the pit. She melodramatised everything. 

But she believed I had Power. Her facade had 
not deceived me— but mine had deceived her. She 
was so convinced of the power of my Dark Malignity 
that at times I too almost believed in it. Almost— 
but not quite. It threw no shadow on the floor, so 
I knew it was a ghost. 

At the end of a year she said she must have a job. 
I managed to get her a position in the foreign de- 
partment of a bank. She left her room and took a 
small flat in Bloomsbury. 

She still came to see me whenever I asked her, but 
I began to ask her less and less frequently. And, 
finally, not at all. 


H 

The brutality of my relations with Vera temporarily 
eased the tension created by my association with 
Rosalie. Or so I deluded myself. Actually, of 
course, it increased that tension till a collapse was 
inevitable. 

Apart from the ever-present possibility that 
Vivian would discover our secret, constant com- 
panionship with Rosalie was in the nature of an 
ordeal, for her world was not this one. It was a 
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world of psychic extremity. To meet her was to 
enter it. To enter it, was to experience its intensity. 

Often, when I left her, I was in a state of inner 
irritability which was intolerable. It was on these 
occasions that I rang up Vera and told her to come 
to the flat. 

Or, if I did not telephone Vera, I would talk to 
someone— anyone— and learn all about his or her life 
till I could steep myself in his or her activities. 

There was a girl they called Rummy, who served 
in the long bar of the Cosmopolitan. I often talked 
to her, till I had learned everything about her. Then 
I identified myself imaginatively with her activities 
till I almost became her. I knew every detail of her 
life in the bar and at home. I knew her hopes, her 
fears, her pleasures. I could become her at will— 
and so be delivered from the heavy chain of my own 
personality. She was a drug which I used again and 
again. 

But there was another reason why I clung to the 
madness represented by Rosalie and Vera. That 
reason was Denis Wrayburn. 

I spoke to him for the first time in the station 
restaurant at Basle. I had arrived at about dawn and 
had an hour or two to fill in before getting the train 
to Italy. I went and looked at the Rhine, then re- 
turned to the station for rolls and coffee. 

I ordered these and was studying the mural decor- 
ations, when I heard a polar voice behind me refus- 
ing to pay the price asked for the excellent jam 
provided. 

I turned and saw a remarkable-looking indi- 
vidual. I spoke to him and we spent an hour 
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together. Among other things, I learned that he was 
acting as courier to a rich American family. 

I doubt if I saw Wraybum more than once during 
the next two years, then— soon after Rosalie and I 
had become lovers— he turned up at my flat and we 
met regularly. 

I have known hosts of people, but no one remotely 
resembling Wrayburn. He was disembodied intelli- 
gence. He looked like a ghost who had genius— and 
that is precisely what he was. Only a dying civilisa- 
tion could have produced him— and he regarded it 
with the eyes of an undertaker. He was the one man 
I have met who had to be what he was. No disguise 
was possible for him. He could present no facade 
to the world. He was an absolute being. 

He frightened me. That is difficult to explain, 
but it must be explained. He frightened me because 
I saw an aspect of myself in him. Wraybum was 
what I might become. He was what I should be- 
come, if my gift for writing deserted me. I should 
enter hi's wilderness. I should become a ghost with 
a brain. 

Wrayburn was bom an emotional outcast: I was 
becoming one. Elsa represented my real emotional 
self. I had abandoned her, and I was dying as a 
result of that desertion. Only by returning to her 
could I regain the possibility of life. But where 
was she? And how could I return to her? 

No, I should become what Wrayburn had always 
been. I should enter his spectral solitude. I should 
haunt the world— a thinking shadow. 

I knew this would be my destiny, if my gift for 
writing deserted me. And I knew that, soon, it 
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would desert me. Two Lives and a Destiny had 
been born of vital experience, for Failure is vital 
experience. The books which followed it had been 
born of Loneliness— the Loneliness that wears a 
mask. That, too, for a time, is vital experience. 
But, soon, I should be incapable of experience. 
The very roots of my inner life would rot? 
And then? I knew the worthlessness of books that 
are bom of Observation. They are note-books, 
masquerading as creative literature. 

So, to me, Wrayburn was a prophetic figure. 

The fear of becoming like him goaded me to con- 
tinue my madness with Rosalie and Vera. The fact 
that such relations would have been impossible for 
Wrayburn made me plunge deeper into them. By so 
doing I proved to myself that I was not like him. I 
was desperately anxious to prove that. 

Wrayburn usually came to my flat. I visited him 
several times in a room he had in Bloomsbury, but 
—later— he moved to a lugubrious house in Fulham, 
and I only went there once. It had the atmosphere 
of a crypt. 

He met Rosalie fairly frequently at my flat, but 
Vera only once. 

“What do you think of Rosalie?” I asked him 
once, just after she had left us. 

“If you could take that woman and Mr. Denis 
Wrayburn— and amalgamate them into one human 
being— and bring their different qualities into per- 
fect polarity, you would produce a rough model of a 
New Race.” 

After a pause he went on: 

“But Rosalie — not amalgamated with Mr. Denis 
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Wrayburn— is quite an interesting person. To be 
her lover would be a notable experience.” 

He spoke, as ever, in the abstract. Rosalie might 
have been something in a test-tube. 

“And what do you think of Vera?” I asked. 

“In regard to the bulging Vera, it would give me 
a particular and a peculiar pleasure to watch her 
being tortured every afternoon, from two till four. 
I may add that the period from two till four in the 
afternoon is responsible for crime, drug-taking, and 
the indulgence of every secret vice. God abdicates 
during those two hours— and slowly re-ascends his 
throne as tea-time approaches.” 

The only thing Wrayburn attempted to conceal 
was his eagerness to meet me— and that was a failure. 
He never referred directly to his isolation, but his 
very appearance was a commentary on it. He was 
so outside life as it is lived that it had no interest 
for him. He was only interested in possibilities. 

He was widely read in occult literature and he 
believed that I was. As a fact, the only book of the 
kind I had deeply studied was the one lent me by 
a priest, which I read in the trenches. Still, I was 
familiar with the belief that man contained in him- 
self the potentiality of a New Being— and that, by 
devotion, dedication, and discipline, man could rise 
to a new order of consciousness. 

But this belief in the possibility of a New Race 
was Wrayburn’s eternal theme. He held that, 
although the mass of mankind was in the kinder- 
garten stage of evolution, every generation produced 
men and women capable of serving this idea of a 
New Race. They were prophecies of a new order 
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of spiritual consciousness. They were God’s collab- 
orators. 

“The New Man is only a few civilisations dis- 
tant,’’ he would say. “He must arise eventually. He 
will possess a Cosmic Consciousness. In him, 
Thought, Will, and Feeling will be fused into unity. 
That unity will be the Cosmic Consciousness. Com- 
pared with it, our present-day consciousness is like 
the flame of a night-light flickering in a draught.” 

We met frequently and at last, to my stupefac- 
tion, I discovered he believed that I was one of those 
who are capable of serving the idea of a New Race. 
He made this staggering statement as if he were 
enunciating a truism. 

Even now I do not know which is the more 
fantastic— this belief, or the reasons on which it was 
based. 

Wrayburn imagined that I, unlike himself, was at 
home in the world, adequate to it, and above all 
that I had real relations with others. He was certain, 
therefore, that I had Power. 

“They can walk down the street with you,” he 
announced, “but they only find me if they go 
mountaineering. ’ ’ 

He saw in me a “great spiritual potentiality.” I 
could be “a link joining the old consciousness to 
the new.” 

“You’re not half a man, like the rest of us,” he 
once said. “You’re a real person. There’s Being in 
you. That’s why you can meet all sorts of people- 
even the bulging Vera.” 

I said nothing. That Wrayburn, with his almost 
terrible insight, could believe that the ghost facing 
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him was a potential Superman, amazed and fright- 
ened me. Wraybum, whom nothing deceived, 
believed that! 

He believed that the ghost called Ivor Trent had 
being and 


1 

Something extraordinary has just happened. It is 
the reason why the last section is unfinished. 

I was writing it at my desk in my study, during 
the late afternoon. I looked up, in search of a 
phrase, and noticed that the door communicating 
with the bedroom was open. I was thinking of 
shutting it when I heard someone moving about. 

“Is that you, Mrs. Frazer?” 

There was no reply. 

“Who’s there?” I shouted, more irritably. 

The door opened wider and — Elsa appeared. 

I rose slowly, staring at her. 

“You! What are you doing here?” 

“I took Mrs. Frazer’s place, when she became your 
nurse.” 

“Why didn’t she tell me?” 

“She probably didn’t think it would interest you. 
She knew nothing about us.” 

“How long is it since I came here?” 

“Nearly seven weeks.” 

She crossed to the window, parted the curtains, 
and stood looking down at the river. 

I do not know how long it was before I said: 
“Come here. I can’t see you.” 
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She came over to me, then half sat on the edge of 
the writing-desk. I stood looking down at her. 

“Is Rendell still here?” 

“Yes, but he is going in just over a week.” 

“Where? Do you know?” 

“To Italy.” 

Then, after a pause, she added: 

“Rosalie Vivian is in Italy.” 

“Has Rendell met her often?” 

“Yes, nearly every day for a month. Mrs. Frazer 
thinks he will marry her.” 

Again, there was a long silence. 

“And Marsden?” 

“He is still here. Hasn’t Mrs. Frazer told you all 
this?" 

“No. I haven’t spoken to her about the house for 
a long time. Has Vera Thornton been here?” 

“No, but Marsden has met her frequently.” 

Although I asked these questions, and although 
Elsa answered them, they had no relation whatever 
to the real question I was asking— and which she was 
answering. 

“And Wrayburn?” 

She did not reply. 

“Well?” 

“He’s dead.” 

I went nearer to her. 

“When?” 

“He was buried yesterday. He committed 
suicide.” 

“Wrayburn?” 

“Yes.” 

I felt her hand on my arm. 
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“How?” 

“Do you think you’d better — ” 

“How?” I repeated. “A newspaper— the inquestl 
Get me the newspaper.” 

I did not hear her go or return. I found a news- 
paper in my hand, and flattened it on the desk— but 
I could not read it. 

“You read it,” I said to her. 

A gas-filled room . . . even the cracks in the floor 
plugged. . . . Rendell. 

“Read again what Rendell said.” 

Elsa read slowly. 

“ ‘I blame myself bitterly for not seeing him more 
often. I knew he was lonely, but I failed him. As 
I said earlier, Wrayburn, apparently, had no rela- 
tives, but I shall, of course, make myself responsible 
for the funeral.’ ” 

I do not know how long the silence continued 
after she stopped reading, but at last I heard her 
say: 

“I must go now.” 

“Have you talked to Rendell?” 

“No.” 

“See him— tell him about us.” 

“Very well, and now I must go.” 

She turned and walked towards the door. 

Just as she reached it, I said: 

“So you will come with me when I leave here?” 

“Yes.” 

“You will tell no one, and come with me?” 

“Yes, whenever you like.” 

She went out, closing the door noiselessly. 
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Next Sunday, I leave here with Elsa. 

It will be eight weeks next Sunday since I came to 
this house: since I collapsed when Mrs. Frazer 
opened the front door: since I saw Him loom out 
of the fog on the Embankment. 

I remember every detail of that Sunday— eight 
weeks ago. 

I left my flat soon after six o’clock. For an hour 
I had stood by the window in the sitting-room, look- 
ing down at the fog-shrouded street. No one was to 
be seen. Every sound was muffled. The city had 
become its own ghost. 

I stood motionless, watching my thoughts. 

I had told everyone I was going abroad for a 
year to write a book. Rosalie had begged me not to 
leave her. She was certain she would tell Vivian, 
if I went. Her fear made her almost hysterical, but 
I scarcely heard what she said. 

For over a year a theme for a novel had challenged 
my imagination. For months, the bee-hive of my 
subconscious mind had been at work on it. The 
period of inner elaboration was over. Now I must 
write it. 

I was excited, eager to escape to solitude, but, 
nevertheless, I was afraid. I knew that, unless a 
miracle happened, it would be my last book. I had 
reached a final frontier. I stood at the end of a 
cul-de-sac. 

Also, I had been ill recently. The tension of my 
nerves had become unendurable. I could feel the 
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foundation of my will trembling. 

These were some of the thoughts I watched— as I 
stood motionless, looking down into the fog. 

But they were followed by other thoughts— fan- 
tastic projects which flashed across my mind, each 
offering a final intoxication before I went to 
Potiphar Street and to solitude. 

One suggested I should ring up Vera and tell her 
to come to the flat. I had not seen her for months. 
I should hear her gasp of astonishment when. she 
recognised my voice on the telephone. She would 
indignantly refuse to come— and half an hour later 
she would arrive. 

Or I would ring Rosalie, see her once more, and 
tell her how wholly I had deceived her. Or I would 
make Rosalie and Vera both come to the flat, and 
then I would tell them everything. I would tele- 
phone Vivian— and Wrayburn. I would make them 
all come. Or I would ring up people I had not seen 
for years, who had reason to remember me. 

These were some of the projects which flashed and 
faded in my mind as I stood by that window— eight 
weeks ago. 

But, deeper than all, was the knowledge that I 
had reached the end of a road— the beginning of 
which had been my desertion of Elsa. 

But the remnant of my will rebelled against this 
knowledge. My plans were made and I was deter- 
mined to execute them. My luggage was piled in the 
hall. I was to leave at about six o’clock. 

I remember the church bells beginning to ring 
out over the spectral city. 

Suddenly someone said the taxi was waiting. I 
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started violently, for I had not heard the servant 
enter the room. 

I went into the hall, put on my overcoat, then 
looked round the flat for the last time. Just as I 
was going the telephone bell rang. I told the servant 
to say I was away, then I went down to the street. 

I told the driver to take the luggage to 77 Potiphar 
Street, and to tell Mrs. Frazer that I should arrive 
at about nine o’clock. 

I watched the taxi disappear, then groped through 
the fog to Piccadilly. Soon after I reached Leicester 
Square I lost myself in a desert of drifting desola- 
tion. 

At last, I found myself in the Strand, and, some 
minutes later, I reached that tavern. 

It was empty, but before long two men entered. 

Marsden . . . Rendell . . . the sound of my 
own name . . . the story of Two Lives and a 
Destiny. 

I overheard every word they said, as I sat huddled 
in my comer, too weak to move. Then, directly I 
could, I stumbled out into the fog and groped my 
way to Chelsea. 

Sentences from the conversation I had overheard 
drifted through my mind, but they seemed to relate 
to someone else— some stranger who had stolen my 
name. 

A new consciousness seemed to possess me, a 
strange terrible clarity which lit mysterious horizons. 

And then, at last, I stopped outside the street 
leading to the Frazers’ house. 

I leaned over the low Embankment wall and 
gazed into the vapoury void below, listening to the 
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life of the swiftly-flowing invisible river. In the near 
distance, the blast of a siren suddenly gave desolation 
a voice. A moment later, a ruby-coloured light 
slowly emerged, glowed for a second, and vanished. 
Then all was still and dark again. 

Gradually, a trance-like stupor possessed me. 
Then slowly, ceaselessly, a sentence began to circle 
in my mind. It was Marsden’s final statement to 
Rendell. 

“He’s convinced that man contains the potenti- 
ality of a new being/' 

And then I turned and saw— You! 

Your figure was shrouded, but your face was fully 
revealed. It was the countenance of a new order of 
Being. I knew that a man from the Future stood 
before me. 

Terror overwhelmed me— then. But I do not fear 
you— now. 

I stretch out my arms and invoke you:— 

Come! 

I do not know whether you stand on the threshold, 
or whether unnumbered ages separate us from you. 
I only know that you must be: that you are the 
spiritual consciousness made flesh: that you are the 
risen man and that we are the dead men. Yet, in us, 
is the possibility of you. 

We are the Old— the dying— Consciousness. You 
are the New— the living— Consciousness. We have 
violated earth. You will redeem it. We descend the 
darkening valley of knowledge. You stand on the 
uplands of wisdom. We are an end. You are a 
beginning. 

If you are a dream, all else is a nightmare. But 



322 THIS WAS IVOR TRENT 

I have seen God’s signature across your forehead. 

Cornel 

More and more fiercely we deny our need of you. 
We say you are a fantasy, a lie, an illusion. We 
madden ourselves with sensation; drug ourselves 
with work, pleasure, speed; herd in the vast 
sepulchres of our cities; blind our eyes; deaden our 
ears; cling to our creed of comfort (Comfort! the 
last of the creeds!) sink day by day in deeper servi- 
tude to our inventions— hoping to numb the know- 
ledge of our emptiness; striving to ease the ache of 
separation; trying to evade your challenge; seeking 
to deny our destiny. 

Come! 

The martyred earth waits for you. Daily, our 
darkness deepens. Secretly, all are afraid. None 
knows what to do. To underpin, to patch up, to 
whitewash sepulchres— these are the substitutes for 
action. To shout, to boast, to nickname bankruptcy, 
Prosperity— this is the substitute for leadership. We 
have glorified ourselves, magnified ourselves, made 
gods of ourselves. We have served Hate, Greed, 
Lust. And now darkness deepens round us. And we 
are afraid. 

Come! 

Lacking you, there is no solution to any one of 
our problems. Possessing you, no problems exist. If 
it be madness to believe in you, the sanity which 
denies you is a greater madness. 

But we who have lived on substitutes; we who 
have plumbed the abyss of ourselves; we who have 
glimpsed the magnitude of man’s misery— we do not 
deny you. 
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From the midnight of madness we stretch out our 
arms to you. 

Come! 


***** 

A shadow seems to fall across the page I am 
writing. You are here, in this rooml I am certain 
you are here. 

I turn, but I cannot see you. I call, but you do 
not answer. 

I rise, grope round the room seeking you, till at 
last I stand before a mirror. 

But the countenance reflected in that mirror is 
not mine. It is yours. A man from the Future con- 
fronts me. His eyes transmit a secret wisdom. His 
forehead is crested with serenity. 


THE END 
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